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READER 


may venture to write ONE. 
And to ſhew you that this is as 
modith an Fpiltle 45 m541t arc, I do aflurc 
you, it has as little in it as any you ever 
| read. Inthc firſt place I have nothing to 

lay about the Play: for as the Author 
| jtood upon no Repuration in the Acting 

of it,ſo he has none to defend in the Pub- 
liCa- 
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Bookseller to the Reader. 

lication. Nor has he any thing to ſay a- 
bout the Critiques : for as he never in- 
rends to roll the Stage agen, he has 
no occalion of begging their Favours in 
Reverſion, and {ecuring of Votes before- 
hand. And for his Brother Poets, ke has 
nothing to ſay to them neither ; no, not 
{0 am as to rail at them. And laſt of 
all,, the Author has nothing to {ay for 
himſelf,nor I for him ; and fo I am 


Jour 


Humble Servants. | 


PRO- 


PROLOGUE. 


6 ws tis the Womens Play, I hope you will excuſe 
xk) Whate're we bring, becanſe it comes from us. 
Conſider what the Stage has done, and Plays, 

Of all things, mot deſerve your love and praiſe. 
And, GalBants, though you are ut ſeldom good, 

Tet to us women moſt of all you ſhou'd. 

No ſooner comes a Beauty here in play, 

pr ty your Coach and ſix takes ber away. 

And you who cull the Flock , ſbonld be ſo kind: 

To comfort the forlorn you leave behinde. 

Beſides, no ſooner are your follies known 

But Fop on Stage is ſtrait ſo lively ſhewn, ; 

Nay, and his Piture too ſo ugly done, 

Twonld fright him into ſenſe. Thus Plays are writ 
To breed you Miſtriſſes, and teach you Wit : 

And, Gallants, twere ill-natured, I protet, 

To like the Birds, and yet deſtroy the Net. 

But if in ſpight you'll ſtill grow worſe and worſe, 

T will ene give you this one hearty Curſe : 

May all the mighty Sums you ever ſent 

Tour Miſtriſſes, be on your Valets ſpent 5 

And when at Nine months end the Miſs grows ſickly, 
May none of all the Brats you own be like ye. 
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French Conjurer. 


The hrit ACT. 


Enter Senior Claudio alone. 

Claud. SUS I am reſolved to win this pretty Creatrre, what- 
PWC ever it colt me : I'll fpend the value of half a Spaniſb 
Plate-Fleet, but Il have her. 

Fnter Sabina. [ He embraces ber. 

Dear Sabine, welcome my little Princeſs ; if thy Cargo conſiſts 

of that dear treaſure Hope, unlade, unlade: what news? no figne, 

no light, noglimmering ? what hopes ? tell me. 

S$4b. Senior Claxdio, queſtion not the ſucceſs of your deligne 5 
for I have made ſuch a progreſs already into it, as will admit of no ob- 
{truction, 

Cland. Flie tothe relation of it. 

846. Well, thus it is : Your dear Leonora, and the fool her Huf- 
band , takes it for granted that I am Servant to my Lady Abbels of 
the Covent of St. Sylvefter 3 and under that character 1 have been 
leveral times with them for gold-wyre for the uſe of the Covent, as I 
pretend. The advantage they hope from the cuſtom of the Covent 
by my means, gains me a very favourable reception. 

Claud. And the charge of it, $4bina, I will not grudge to bear 3 
thou mayſt command my whole Eſtate upon this Errand, 

$ab. Well then, it I do not deliver this Fort, with all the Out- 
works belonging to it into your hands, and before this night be over, 
may I never bring kinde couple together again, but hve as poor aad 
wretched as a Confeſlor in a Gariſon, and as ſhabby as a Bawd in a 
Pillory. 

A Cland, 
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Claud. And if thou doſt, be confident to be as happy as I can make 
thee, 

$ab. Marry, Senior, and my own happineſs is ſo material a thing, 
that ſhould 1 omitany thing that might gain 1t, I wilh all the Curſes 
of an Aſh-wedreſday may tall upon me, 

Cland. | fear, Sabina, you will hnde it a more difficult piece of ſer- 
vice than you yet apprehend : for ſhe 15 fo tainted with that moroſe 


Spaniſh gravitic of ours, that ſhe put the Slight upon the Charms of 


Treats and Preſents. 

Thea ſhe's no Fgliſh woman, I dare {wear : for, as I am infor- 
ory Treats and Preſents meet with no oppoſition there. I have 
witht my felf in Er-gland many a time. 

Cland. Why lo, Sabina £ 

$46, Why, Senior, tis the Land of Priviledge for women : the ve- 
ry daughter of a Laundreſs there, after ſhe bears the honourable title 
of a Mils,cxpects,nay commands Attendance and E quipage ſuitable tg 
a Dutchels. And forthe men, they are ſuch lovers of change of Fa- 
ces,that 'tis thought if there were a Coloay of Lapland-W itches tran- 
{ >orted thither, for the ſweet ſin of Variety, they would ſometime be 
courted for Beauties. And now I talk of Variety, how do youthink, 
Senior, I might paſs there ? 

Cland. Youare pleaſant, Sabina; but al! this adds nothing to my 
aflairs : therefore prethy remove the Scene from Eng land 1wnto Spain, 
and tcl! me, ſhall my Cear Leonora 

$4b, Well, Senior, and now you put me in minde of England, I 
cannot chulſc but pity your caſe, that ſuch a noble young 11ch Don as 
vou ſhould be put to that toil, that charge, and that trouble, for the 
obtaining ſuch a paltry creature as a Citizens Wife. \u Intrigue 
with a Citizens Witein Frgland,is as common as a F rolick at a Carni- 
val herc, and has full as little danger in't, There's no Jocking up their 
Wives, nor engaging whole Families to puniſh their trailties, If a 
Gallant be c aught 1n the fatt by a Wives Brother, nay, ora Huſband 
himſelf, he may as caſte come oft for Adultery there,as a man may for 
\urt hey | here. The Gallant gets but out of the way for ſanQuary, 
and the Wite gets her Parents to make up the Breach , at worſt, but 
tO pay a new Portion and all is well. The kinde Cit uſes his Wife that 
wrongs him,as he docs the man that robs him z he had rather have his 
ftolng ds quietly agen,than to hang the thict and Joote rhem. 

Cland. Wce!l, but to my bulinels. 

Sub. Aye, aye, to your buſ:nefs ; you ſha!] have her, you ſhall 

have 


| 
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have her : I am already fo forward in my projeQtion , that -- 

| Clanud, Kinde wench | 

| $46. She's your own, and ſo your Servant Sir. Expect to fee me 
come loaded with the beſt news you ever heard in your lite : Such a 
Miſtrifs, and ſuch a Plot 

| Cland. Hark you, one word more. 

, $4b. Your Servant, your Servant. [ Exit. 

Claund. Whirz! ——— Well, it her wit be as fleet as her heels, the 

Devil's in't if I miſcarry. This is the nimbleſt little Bawd I ever met 

with : Moſt of her profefiion are ſuch heavie bundles of filth, that 

the very light of the nauſcous Caterer is enough to ſpoil a mans appe- 

tite to the Veniſon. 


— 


Enter Servant. 
Sir, there's a Monſteur came from Madrid would ſpeak with you. 
| Claud. Go tetch him 1n. 
Enter Dorido and Horatio. 
Youare come in a very fortunate minute. 

Dor. Why, Senior ? 

Cland. Faith, to give me your approbatioa of a Monſicur I have 
ſent me from Madrid. 

Hor. Dam your Monſieurs, I hate 'em, 

Claxd. Faith I am no admirer of 'em my ſelf; but the Embaſſadours 
kindneſs I could not refule. 

Enter Monſieur and Truro. 
Well Gentlemen, how do you like my Frenchman ? 

Dor. There's a head of hair like the Foreſt of Arder. 

Hor. And a pair of Breeches like the Crim Tarters Pavilion. The 
French and Engliſh are ſuch Prodigals, that you ſhall have a French 
Monlicur , or an F-glihh Lord, beitow more in cloathing themlelves 
and Footboys, than wou 1d comple atly robe all the Infantry belonging 
to one of our Sp, eniſo Armies. 

Dor. Scnior Claudio, 1t you do not put the change upon his Dreſs, 
your whole Fortune mult go to purchaſe him Ribbon, Paataloons, 
and Perry wigs. 
| Cland. Fcar not that : I tnteni that one yard of Cloath ſhall make 
him a whole Sute, and one Mode ſerve him his life. 

Hor. I would gladly know the reafoa of the mutability of thoſe 
people : I have feen a French Courtier in twelve ſeveral Modes in 
| one day, 

Dor. The reaſon [|] tell you : They make an advantaze by it. 
B 2 Cl 
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Claud. An advantage ? prethee how? 

Dor. They have gain'd ſuch an influence over the Engliſh Fops,that 
' they furniſh them with their French Puppy - dogs tor Valet de 
| Chambres. 
| Claud. And I have heard of an Engliſh Captain that threw up his 
' Commiſſion becauſe his Company would not Exerciſe after the 
' French Diſcipline. But your opinion of my Monſieur. ! 

Dor. Gad, mine is, that one born and educated 1n the very bow - 
els of the various Modes of France, and one that has lived among the 
Belly-gods of Ergland, can never make a fit Servant for the gravity 
and ſeverity of our Spariſh Dreſs and Diet. 

Claud. Take the Monſieur in, and let the Taylor and Barber be 
ſent tor, and bid 'cm be ſure to put him into a right Spaniſh dreſs, 
Here's a Buſh fit for a Signe-polt, and there's a pair of Breeches fo 
large, that the motion of 'em is enough to raiſe a Hurricane. Sirrah, 
let his Breeches be made ſtraight,and {tufft with Whalebone,to reduce 
his Limbs into a Spaniſh Poſture, Theſe Monſtenrs walk and ſalute 
as though their Joynts weat on hinges. 

Mon/. Let me pray give te little more room 1n te Breek, for te 
varre good reaſon. 

Claud. Your reaſon. 

Monſ. Fait me have te var ſore Breek. Oh te damn'd Ofteler tat 
ſent a me from Madrid on te damn'd trotting-horle 3 and te pockie 

; Spaniſh Gyplcy 1a te ditch, Morbleau. 
Cland. Well, I am ſatisfied with your reaſon ; your Breeches ſhall 
 bea lntle larger. 

Monſ. Me contels te var great Obligation. [ Exeunt Monſ.& Serv. 

Claxud. Well, I hnde I ſhall have a hopeful Servant of this Mon- 
ſicur; but before I have done with him, he (hall be able to give leſ- 
ſons of Frugality to both the Courts of Ergland and France. 

Exenunt. 
Enter Pedro and Leonora. 
| . Ped. We are infinitely bound to my Lady Abbels for her good cu- 
ome. 

Leon. $0 are we to her Servant Sabina. Well, that's an innocent | 

virtuous Maiden, on my Conſcience, 
Enter Sabina. 
Look, Huſband, where ſhe comes. Welcome, dear $42bing, how does 
my Lady Abbels ? | 

Sad. She is well, and making heavenly preparation for her ſelf and 


all her good friends, Ped, 
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Ped. 1 am glad to hear that; then I hope we ſhall not be forgot, 

$4ab. Be confident of that. 

Ped. Then, Wife, we will e'en leave that tedious troubleſome work 
of heavenly preparation to that good Lady ; for ſhe underſtands the 
knack of it better than we : befides, {he has nothing elſe to do. 

Leon. Good Huſband, talk not fo profanely. 
| Ped. Good Wife, by your favour, 1s it not a little uncon{cionable 
for a man to be put to the Trouble of making proviſion both for this 


world and the next too ? 

Leon. Oh fie upon you for a wicked man ! 

Sab. Well, Senior Pedro and Leonore, I have a requeſt to you 
both, from my Lady Abbels. 

Ped. What is it, Sabine 2 but no matter what it is, for I will grant 
it betore I know any further : So will you, Wife, will you not ? 

Leon. Bat however, Sabina, let us know my Ladies commands 
firſt : It is not diſcreet to ſubſcribe to a blank. 
| $ab. It is to bear my Lady company to morrow, being the 247d- 

ſummer-ftealt : And this, I hope, Leonora, you will not refule. 

Leon, | were to blame, it I ſhould. 

Ped. Nay, thou deſerveſt to be curſt by Bell, Book and Candle, if 
thou doſt. But have a care, Wife,that you do not return as ſome Puri- 
tan Ladies have done, who will not admit of carnal converſe with 
their Huſbands, becauſe wicked and profane,and pretend a command 
from the Spirit for it 3 which in my conſcience,if there be ſuch a thing 
as Divinity in Matrimony ( and Faith that's a queſtion, as the world 
goes now ) ſuch a command muſt come from the Devil. 

Leon. Lo you think, Huſband, that my Devotion can ever injure 
my Loveor Obedience ? 

Ped. I hope not, Wite ; but you muſt pardon me if I a little fear 
it: for I have obſerved that thoſe who are ſo paſſionately 1n love 
with Religion, never love any thing elſe : All other duties mult be 
{lighted for that. You ſhall have a Wife ſhut her felt up for a whole 
day to prepare for an evenings Veſpers, and then unconſ{cionably deny 
her Huſband a whole nights Benevolence to prepare for a mornings 
L Lecture. . Out upon her ! 

Leon. Well, Huſband, 1f you fear that, I'll ſtay at home. 

Ped. No,go, and take my Prayers along with thee, that thou mayſt 
retura ſo ſevere in Sanctity, that thou mayſt be able to work Mira- 
«es, whillt I get an AbbotsEſtate by ſhewing 'em. 

$45, Devotion deltroy Obedience, Senior Pedro # 1n that youare 


miſtaken : 
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miſtaken : I have as much Zeal as may juſtly title me Religious, yet 

it never obſtruted my duty to my Lady, or love to my Friend: A 
hundred Prayers a day I never omit ; and I think that may be call'd | 
Leal. 

Ped. Yes marry, and the height ont too. Thou exceedeſt me | 
Ninety eight : two ſhort Prayers a day I can make a hard ſhift torun | 
over, and | think that's enough in Conſcience for a man that ne'er de- 
ſignes himſelf a Factor in Ficty. I did at a high Feſtival once, but | 
venture at the trouble of Four Avemaries extraordinary, and it | 
threw me into a Fever of fix months after. 

$4b. But Sir, the Gold Wyre, I ſhall be chid for ſtaying. 

Ped. Il (hep and fetch it. [ Exit Pedro. 

S4b. I (hall think the time long till I ſee you in the Monaſtery : | 
You will finde a Reception there you little expect. 

Leon, Indeed, Sabina, every minute will be an age to me, till I am | 
at that pious Feaſt. | 

Sab. You'll meet ſuch warm devotion there, let me tell you, you'l! 
have a heav'nly entertainment. 

Enter Pedro. 

Ped. Here's the Gold Wyre. Was there ever ſuch Obligations 
thrown upon wretches of our mean condition 2 Well, Wife, we 
are the happielt people in the whole world : Such a Cuſtomer, and 
ſuch a Lady Abbeſs---I can't but think how ſhe Il uckle thy ſweet ima- 
gioation with her heavnly Company. [ Exeunt. 


The Scene opens and diſcovers Truro the Taylor and Barber dreſ- | 
ſing the Monſtenr in 4 Spaniſh habit; and all the while the, 
are dreſſung him he ſwears to himſel/. 


Monſ. Journce Morbleau ; oh Diabolo, Diabolo, ec. 

Trur. Prethy Monſieur be patient ; look in this Glaſs, and be fo 
wiſe as to grant this dreſs much better than Pantaloons and Perriwigs. 

[ He looks in the Glaſs. 

Monſ. Begar, matcr Falhner, te Devil take you for mine Breek ; 
my foy, me muſt do my befeneſs in te Breek. | 

Tayl. A pox on you; and be glad you have Breeks to do your 
buſineſs 1n. 

Monſ. Well, me vill make te varre great complaint to Sentor | 
Claudio. 

Tayl. If you do, the next Breeches I make you, ſhall be fo ſtraight 
that they ſhall be Jaced on, Trar, 
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Trur. But hark you; what ſhall we do for Muſtachioes ? 
Barb. | have an artificial pair will do as well, till his own grows 
up. [Puts hin on a beard. 
| Monſ. Te little Vig and te grand Muſtach, be var fine tings for te 
Spaniſh Commodity, Begar, var mein London in tis garb on Sr. Taf- 


| fries day, me ſhould be hang on te S1gne-polt tor te Jack: 4- Lent, 

Trur. | wiſh he had been hang'd, betore he came hither, that it 
| might have ſtopt his journey. 
| Monſ. Now me be te right Spaniard. 


Tayl. Yes marry are you, and by the viitue of that dreſs may chal- 


lenge as much freedom as any he 1n Sevz/. 
| Barb. Your Muſtaches ſecure you againt all aftronts. 
Monſ. My toy, var hae; ten tare for your Mater Circumlifer--and 


tare for you te dama'd Fathner. | Bents one, and T7 ks tother. 
Exeunt Barber and Taylor. 


| Enter Claudio. 


Claud. What's the matter here ? 
Monſ. Begar me be var glad you be come to Faſhner and Barber, 


Claud. What have they done 2 | 

AMonſ. My toy, mine Breek be much te ſtraight, and te Muſtach fo 
great, tat it much be trouble to ſup the Pottage, Morbleau. 

Cland. Your Breeches muſt be ſtraight to put your legs and whole 
body intoa right order. Come, let us fee you walk. 

Mon}. Be not tis var well ? [ Walks. 

Cland. 1s not that better than going and laluting as though your 
| body were diſ-joynted, and every limb taking leave of one ano- 
ther > Traro, how do you like the Monttcur now ? 

irwr. So well, that when I dice Ill make him my Executor. 

Monſ. Indecd, Truro, mc give te var great thanks tor te civility. 

Claud. You are beholding to Trwwo, Montieurz and, Traro, you 
have a great deal of reaſon to eſteem the Monſieur, tor he is recom- 
man of Parts, and a great Proficient in the ſtudy 


mended to me tor a 
ct Aitrology. 

Irur. Ovnds, docs he look hike a Conjurer ? 
[| Morſ. None my toy, me be no Conjure , but me have te little ac- 
quatataace wit te Star, 

Cland, That 1s an Art I have a kindnefs for. I mult propoſe a 
Cueltionto you + if you can give me fatisfation 1n it, you (hall com- 


mand what r-ſpect YOu pleaſe. 
Mon}. Anl beg it me give you not te var great ſatisfaction, Ice 


me 
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me nere be dreſt A-la-mode again. What be te Queſtion, Senior ? 
Claud, Whether or no I ſhall gain the thing I hope for ? That's all 
| I will fay at preſent : a dark Qu-ſtion I mult confeſs ; but the Reſolu- 
; "tionof it will gain you the greater Repuration, 
[ Monſteur pulls out an Almanack, 
Monſ. My foy, Senior, tis Queſtion be deman inte hour of Vere, 
tarefore it muſt be for te woman, To morrow me will tell you more. 

Claud. Well, be ſure you do, Be gone, be gone all. 

[ Exennt Truro and Monſter. 
Enter Sabina. 
Methinks, Sabinz, I read hopes in thy very looks. 

S4b. Do you fo, Senior ? That's an argument your cyes are good, 
that can read at this diſtance without Spectacles. 

Claud. Bequick, and tell me what you have done, Sabina. 

S4b. Done! I have made Leonora, and her Huſband both, believe 
that my Lady Abbeſs expedts her company to morrow in the Covent. 
She has promis'd to be ready when I call her; and I will here pro- 
miſe to convey her into what room of your own houſe you pleaſe to 
have her. When I have done that, do you manage the reſt as you 
pleaſe, 

Claud. Dear Sabina, do this, and thou ſhalt drein me into Gold : 
doit, and thou ſhalt finde me as generous as a Miſer on his death-bed. 

$4b, Then fear not commanding what woman you pleaſe. Thoſe | 
Embaſſ>dours from Peru and Mexico negotiate more Love-affairs, 


_— ———— —__— 


' than all the Miniſters of Cupid put together. But, Senior, what 
{tranger was that I ſce1n the Family ? | 
: Cland. That's a French man preſented to me by the French Em- 


3 baflſadour, and a great Aſtrologer. 
$4b. I mult needs lee him, and talk with him. 
Claud. |] bring you to him, [ Exennt. 
Enter Truro and Monſteur, 

Monſ. What te Devil, muſt me teed on noting but te lang Sleeves, 
Itraight Breeks, and grand Muſtach 2 Begar me do not like te diet 
var well. 

Trar. Pox choa' you, what would you have 2 Have you not al- | 
ready eat 450ut three parts of a Pilchard, beſides a diſh of Vegetives ? 
when half a one uſe to ſerve me above three days. 

Monſ. Damn te Pilchar, a barrel would be noting in my ſtomack. | 
| Oh te Anglitar, te boon Anglitar, me never break mine Faſs tare, but 
' wit halt dozen Pigeon, Three four Chicken, good ſtrong Beer, and 
i Half dozcabottle Je Wine : Was not tat var boon, Truro # Trur. 
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Trur. Boon ? a Devil on you; if all this went to the making ofa # 
Breakfaſt, what the Devil muſt your Dinners and Suppers be? That Þ} 
damn'd Engliſh ſtomack of yours will neer make a fit Souldier for 
the Low Countries. Thou wilt ncer be like the brave Caſtilian, 
who can carry as much Proviſion in his Muſtaches as ſerves him a 
Campagne of (ix months. 

; Monſ. Begar, me be ſo hungry, as tat me vill to my Cloſet and 
make complain to the Star, journce. [ Exit. 

Trur. Thou mayſt gaze at 'em long enough, before thou fi)l'it that 
unmerciful wem of thine, 

Fnter Sabina. 

$4b. Did you ſee the Monſieur, Truro 2 

Trur. Had you come a little ſooner, you had ſeen a pretty War 
between him and his ravenous ſtomack. He is ſo hungry, that he's 
gone to Breakfaſt with Mars, Jupiter, and Yenws 5 where his food 
will be nothing but heads and tails of Dragons. But if the Cale- 
ftial Cook dreſs 'em up in foul diſhes, he deſtroys his pocky ſqueazy 
French ſtomack. 

$4ab. Where is he gone? 

Trur. Into his ſtudious Cloſet to ſtuff his Lunatick head, fince he 
can get nothing for his belly. 

$ab. Pray dirett me to him. 
| Trur. Come, follow methen. Well, if there be ſuch a thing as A- 

ſtrology, a State-policie amongſt the Stars, and this French fool be an 
Altrologer, the Celeſtial government has not over-wiſe headpieces 
| for Privie-Councellours, [ Exennt, 


_—_ ———_— 


OR ECON 


The ſecond A CT. 


Funter Clorinia and Scintillia, 
Clor. H, Scintillis, what a part have [ to a&t ? To gain that lit- 
| tle opportunity we dre | am forced to appear willing 
to live and dic in a Nunnery, to humour my Father's covetous refolu- 
tion of favinga Portion by me. Though 1 am ſatisfied, I cannot live 
withont my dear Dorido. 
| Scin. Madam, Love was never ſubje& to any Law, nor did ever 
call to its counſel Duty or — z and if (6, why ſhould you bring 
your 
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your Obedjeace to a doatiag old Father , in competition with the 
loveand preſervation of your felt and Dorido # Let the Sacred Knat 
be tied, Madam, and then farewel all diſpute. Whether would you 
ſacrifice your ſelf to a peeviſh old Father, or make your (elf happy in 
an accompliſh'd loving Huſband 2 Come, be ruled by me ; ſtear the 
ncerelt courle to your own blils, 

\Clor. IT thank thee, Scintillia, tor thy advice, and I will uſe all the 
means I canto follow it. But prethee what's a clock, Girl ? 

Scin. About Ten, 

Clor. Abont that hour I expect Doridos, Prethee ſee if my Father 
be bulte in diſcourſe with that Gentleman that came to trathck with 
him for Pieces of Eight, 

Scin. | go. [ Exit. 

Clor. If Dorido come but at this luckie minute, I ſhall have the 
opportunity of letting him into the houle ; a blefling we rarely meet 
with. My Father, when he's within, watches me 5 when he goes 
out, locks me up for fear of being ſtolen ; and when he goes to bed, 
takes the keys up with him : So that our ſtolen interviews are no 
neerer than from a Balconie, or through a Window ; when iron bars 
and ſtone walls mal:ciouſly interpoſe. 

Enter Scintillia, - 

Scin. Madam, it Dorido comes now, you are ſecure. Your Fa- 
ther is as ſafe as if he were in Heaven : He 1s withia , counting his 
Bags at a large round Table ſpread with Gold. 

Clor, Then I'm fafe : His foul and body are both charm'd to that 
Circle, Oh that Dorido were but come ! Hark, one knocks,that muſt 
be he.{ Scin.cpens the door,and enter Dor.who runs and kiſſes her hand. 

Scin, Oh, Madam, the houſe 1s alarmd ! Your Father 1s a co- 
ming. 

Cler. Step in here. { Shuts him into another room. 

Enter Avaritio, with a Bag under his arm,and another in his hand. 

Avar. Oh, Daughter, did you not hear a noiſe in the houſe 7 I 
am confident ſomebody was attempting to rob us, 

Clor. Indeed, Sir, I heard no noiſe that diſturb'd me, till I heard 
You. 

Avar. Why up lo late, Girl ? 

Clor. Why, Sir, tis but Eleven. 

Avar. Time for young Girls to be in bed. 

Clor. Indeed, Father, I fell a reading my Lady 8ylvanes account oi 
a Religious lite; and it ſo pleaſed me, I had quite forgot my 1c!t, 
AVAare 
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Avar, Alas, poor Cloy. thou art always thinking of the Monaltery. 
I proteſt this Religion does (o rug in her head ! Well, have patience, 


the time draws nigh. 


Scin. Yes, to marry Dorids. F Ade. 
Avar. Well, good night, C/v. So, to, haſte, haſte to bed, Girls, 
| Exit, 
, Clor. A good night to you, Sir. 


Enter Dorido. 

Dor. I hope he had no miltruſt of me. 

Clor. No, no, this is but th'eftect of his Fear, and the product of 
his Dreams. He dream'd latt night of his being cobb'd to day; and 
he's fo great an obſerver of Dreams, that whatever impreſſion he 
takes in his (lcep, is never to be removed when he wakes, 

Scin. Hark, Madam, a freſh alarm. He is returning agen. 

Clor. And if he finde you here,we're ruind. Oh, Sir, be gone. 

Dor. Mult I go---I cannot---But it I do, (pight of the watchfui 
eycs of an obdurate Father, my foul ſhall ſtay behinde--- 

Clor. Farewel, my faithful Dorido. Time I hope hereafter will 

| be more kinde to us. 
| Dor. Were I not confident of that, I'd (tay and dare my fate. 
| Clor. Oh, Sir, make haſte ! [ He kiſſer her hand. 
Dor. Once more, and [ am fatisficd againſt all aftiiftion. FF Fxit. 
Clor. Why did my fate this plealing Scene begin ? 
Juſt ſhew me blifs, then take it back agen ! 
[ Exeunt, 
Futer Truro ard Sabina. 
The Monſteur is diſcover d in bis ſtudy at his Globe. 

Trar. Look where he fits, like the man in the Moon with his bundle 
ot ſticks at his back , peeping into the Heavens as if he were ac- 
quainted there 3 when, in my conſcience, he is as great a ſtranger 
there as I am. 

$5, Prerthece call him. 

Trur, "Tis to no purpole : His foul is got into the body and bow- 
cls ot the Stars, 
| $4b. However call him. 

Trur. Monlteur , Monlicur , are you at leiſure? have you done 
breakfalttng with the Stars ? it you have, this friend of mine would 
ſpeak with you. 

Monſ. Donna $45ins ! Oh my varre good friend, velcome; 

Trur, [ll eca leave you together. [ F-xit. 
C 2 Monf. 
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Monſ. What be your buſineſs ! 

$2b. I have a Queſtion to propoſe. 

Monſ. What be your Queſtion ? tis be de var good hour of Luna. 

$45, 1 am concern'd in an affair for Senior Clardio, and would 
gladly know what ſucceſs I ſhall have. 

Monſ. Oh, oh, me will tell you preſently. 

He takes a Figure, looks on't. 

$4b. Dear Monſieur, make what haſte you can ; for | am to be at 

Senior Pedro's the Gold-wire-drawer, about Three a clock : Oh that 
fair Wifc of his! Claudio (hall have her. Good Monheur diſpatch, 

[ Monſter ſtarts up. 

Monſ. Begar, me was ſo intent on te Figore, tat me forgot $46j- 
4; but now me will give you var great ſatisfattion. Tis about te 
woman, te fair woman. 

$46. It is, dear Monſieur, a Beauty. 

Monſ. She be te married woman, and her Huſband have te relati- 
on to te Gold trade, 

S4b. He is a Gold-wire-drawer indeed : A bletling on thy pro- 
phetick Spirit; this can be nothing but Divine Revelation, --- But 
Monſieur, for a confirmation of your judgement ,deſcribe her to me. 

Monſ. I will. Hole---tis be a woman of te middle (1ze, inclining--- 

Sab. Inclining to tallnels. 

Monſ. To tallnefs : And as for her hair, it be--- 

$ab. Black. 

Monſ. Var black, her viſage var--- 

$4b. Round. 

410nſ. Round. 

Sab. Oh heavenly, this is fine ! 

Monſ. Let me ſee, her noſe pretty ſfze 3 but ſhe have a mark on 
her---- 

$4b. On her chin. You ſay right, Monſieur, 

Monſ. On her chin, and a mold on her--- 

$4b. Left cheek. Very right agen--prodigious-- 

Monſ. Her left cheek. Shall I proceed, and tel] her private marks ? 

$4b. No, no, Monſieur, you have deſcribed her as exactly as if 
you had been married to her. But to my main buſineſs, ſhall I gaia 
this woman for Senior Claudio 7 

Monſ. Me vill tell dat var quick. Here be Sol and Lunain Con- 
jundion inte (even houſe, var boon ; Jupiter and YVenw look on te 


Aſccnd wit te good grace. Begar, it he not get her, me will turn 
citer 
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citer te Phyſician or Divine, rail agaiaſt te Star, aad all toes tat give 
te credit to deir prediction, 
$4b. Well, Monſieur, I know what I know : You mult deal with 
the Devil. 
Monſ. O fee, fee ! no Diabolo--wit te Star, dat be all. 
| $46, Well, certainly you mult have the very foul of Prophecie-- 
; ſuch a man-- Well, you are ſure he ſhall gaia her ? -- 
Monſ. Fait, te more ſure of tat ten te Pope be of his ſalvation, 
$46. Nay then II never queſtion it. Well, dear Monheur, adieu, 
You ſhall have more of my Company. This Art is ſuch a bewitching 
thing ; and I do ſo love a man of Parts ! Well, dear Monſteur, adieu. 
Avonſ. Well, well, adue, adue. [ Fxeunt. 
Enter Avaritio, Clorinia, ad Valerio. 
Avar. Will Senior Claudio be here to day ? 


Val. Yes, Sir, | expect him. 
Avar, He (hall be welcome. I proteſt I have not ſeen him face 


| tus return from Flanders. 
Val. Iſuppoſe you have heard of the worthy deeds he has done in 


thoſe parts. 
Avar. Indeed, Son, I have not heard of braver actions done by 


any man, 
Clor. Who is this, Sir, that you giveſuch a CharaGter of ? 


Avar, Senior Claudio, Childe, 
Enter Claudio. 
Senior Claudio, welcome. | proteſt you are ſo welcome to me-- 
Cland. Senior Avaritio, I have no queſtion of it. The fair Clo- 
rinia / 
Madam, the world is not ſo juſt in that Character it gave of you, 
though very honourable. Your Beauty I fiade is much above what 


common fame has proclaimed it. 
Clor. Senior, you are a Courtier, and theretore have the priviledge 


to flatter without wounding Reputation or Judgement. 
Avar. Well, Senior, for all that Beauty you lay to her charge, ſhe's 


relolved for a Nunnery. 
Claud. A Nunnery, Sir ! 
Avar. Reſolved upon it to amiracle. 
Cland. Yes, where my friend Dorido aGts the part both of Lady 
Abbefs and Confeſior. [ 4fde. 
Avar, But what do you lay to this reſolution of hers ? : 
C/144. Faith, Sir, I fay ſhe does well ia it 5 tor (he 1s too Divine 


for any ſervice but Heaven's. Avar, 
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Avay. Now to try my Daughter, I will get Claudio ſeemingly to 
pcrſwade her from a Monaſtick life. 

l [iWhiſpers in Claudio's exr, but ſpeaks aloxd, 
Good Clawdio, (ce what arguments you can ule to her toperſwade her 
from this Covent-voyage : I would williagly have her marry, that 
the may make me an aged Grandtather. 

Clor. It (hall be none of my fault it you be not one. [ Aſede, 

Claud. At your requeſt Il] ule my intereſt. 

Avar. But I'll watch your----Now tor the trial of my Daughters 
heavenly inclinations. | Hearkens to them. 

Cland. Madam, why fo violently bent on a Nunnery ! 1 grant it 
may correſpond with the Laws of Heaven, but not of Nature : for 
ſhe undoubtedly deligned you for a Mother of a moſt glorious Iſſue, 
or ſhe would never have robd bath Heaven and Earth tor your com- 
poſition, Can you imagine, Madam, that ſo much Beauty was de- 
ligned to be concealed like a Taper in a Tomb ? 

Avar. Good, I profels, Don. Now let's hear what ſhe'll ſay to 
this. [ Aſede. 

Clor. Senior Claudio, defiſt--- You muſt allow, were I Miſtrils of a 
far greater ſhare of Beauty and Parts than thoſe you flatter me with, 
-"_—y profanenels in you to ſay they were 1]1 diſpoled on a religious 
ite, 

Avar. Oh my bleſt Childe! I fee thou art not to be ſhaken. 

Cland. Come, Madam, I muſt be plainer with you : I know you 
love Dorido, and let me beg you to love him well. 

Clor. Yes, I will love him, and love him truly, love him as I ought. 

Avar. What docs (he ſay ? [ Aſide. 

Clor. I'll pray for him : That is the beſt and trueſt love, and that's 
the oncly love that I can pay. 

Avar. Enough, Clor. enough. Come, Senior, I heardal!. Oh my 
beſt Girl ! Well, this Religion is a ſweet thing. 

Cland. Why, did you hear us? It you had not interrupted me, I 
had made a ſtrange diſcovery. 

var. As how, Senior ? 

Claud. Oncly that this very Dorido that has been ſo long ſuſpetted 
for a Lover of hers, 1s fo ſtrangely poſleſt 

Avar. With what ? 

_ Nay, they may e'cn go together ; never were two ſo well 
parr'd, 

Avar. Pair d ? how, Sir ? 


Cland. 
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| Cland. Nay, they hit one anothers humours fo exatly —— 

Avar. Pray, Sir, be plainer, I do not underſtand you. 

Claud. Why, do I talk Riddles to you ? I warrant you, you haye 
not heard then that Dorido deſignes for a Covent ? 

Avar. Lord, Sir, not I, I profels. 

Cland. Why 'tis all the talk of the Town. Not heard on't ! 
| Avar, Not a ſyllable, 

Cland. Are you incarnelt ? 

Avar. Why, Senior, as I hope to be ſaved, you are the firſt man 
that ever told me on't, 

Cland. Alas, Sir, it has beea his private deſigne this Seven years, 
onely he durſt not make it publick 1a his Fathers life-time, becauſe 
his violent Father was ſo ablolutely againſt it, But now tis Eſtate 1s 
in his own hands, the world ſhall not hinder him. 

Avar. Is poſlible, Senior ? Nay then I'll give him the greater free+ 
dom with my Daughter. I profeſs he was the onely man I feared, 

Cland. This news is ſo (tale, that I am half aſhamed to tell it, 1 
| have 2000 /. of his in my hands already, for the building of an Ho- 
ſpital. He's not a man for this world, I can aſſure you. 

Avar. Well, Senior, I applaud him ; he's a prudent wile 1agenious 
man, take it from me. This building of Hoſpitals 1s a fine thing. 
Tiuly I deſign'd ro build an Hoſpital my felt when I was a young 
| man, but my Father, as thou ſayſt, was abſolutely bent againſt it, 
Building an Hoſpital ! You (hall ſtay and dine with me tor this good 
| REews, [ Exeunt. 


D—— 
———————_— 


The third ACT. 


Enter Truro and Sabina. 
Trur. Pox take that nitty confounded French man, he has talke 
A and ſtargazed himſelf into more favour with my Maſter, 
| than any true-bora Caltilian can ever expect to do with all his faith- 
ful ſervice. How often has my Maſter condemn'd the Engliſh for be- 
ing ſuch Apes to the French, and now himfelt becomes guilty of as 
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great a folly ! 
$46, I hope not (0. Truro, 


Trur, D you not (e-, tat nothiag 1s to be done 11 our Family, 
betore 
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before application be made tothe Monſieur for advice and counſel > 
$2b. Hold, Trzro; he ſhall never command in chict there : I ex- 
| pe&t a Quarter-maſters place at lealt, 
Trur. Still we muſt be in the damn'd Engliſh faſhion, a Whore or a 
French Rogue muſt command the whole Fannly,. 
| $2b. What do you ſay ? 
|  Trur. Faith, Dona $4bina, | am glad to hear you are like to have 
{9 great a power in the Family. 

$45, Traro, it (hall be nc'er the worle for you. 

Trar. Well, but as 1 was ſaying before, you fee that the great Wig 
mult be worn again, in deſpight of all oppoſition ; the grand Moun- 
tach, the grace and beauty of a right Spaniſh tace, mult now, Tark- 
like, be circumciſed. Nay, the gravity of our Breeches, which for 
{o many ages have ſcorned all change, muſt now, within their own 
Dominions, be outfaced with protane Pantaloons : and all this, be- 
cauſe my Maſter is bewitcht with his Aſtrologer. 

Enter Claudio, 
$4b. Senior Claudio, the Monſieur does fo tick in Traros (tomach, 
that except you command a Peace, Wars will enſue. 

Cland. The Monſieur merits all the freedom I givehim; but did 
he not, my actions ſhall admit of no controul. 

Trur. Sir, | have known you the molt violent againſt the French, 
of any Don in Spain; but I ſee you are rc{olved to make the world | 
| believe the Monſicur is a Conjurer : for certainly nothing but Ma- 

/ gick could make this alteration in you. 
| Claud. Nodiſputes, but call him in. I ſuppoſe by this eime he is | 
; n his A-la-mode agen. 
1 Trur. It he be, Sabins, have you a care of him. 
j Seb. Why lo, Truro 
Trur. The air of his great fluttering Wig, and the waft of his Pan- 
taloons, will blow your Coats about your ears. 
Sab. Marry come out, my ſawcie Companion ! I'd have you to 
know, my Coats are not blown up ſo eallly. 
Cland. Stay, Sabina, you ſhall ſee him in his French drels. Truro, 
call him in. | 
Trur, The Devil, if you pleaſe; for hes the better Companion 
oth two, [ Exit Truro. 
Sab. I ſee Truro 15 no lover of the French. 
Cland. No, he is not. The Engliſh Mechanicks would throw a 
whole year into Play-days, on condition their great mea loved the 
French and their Kick(haws no better. Sab. 
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| $46. Are the EnglibDons ſich lovers of the French then 7 
Clind. Oh fo much, that a French Clan is more welcome at Conrt 


than a du!l Engl: Ague, Then their Language they do luyrdoat on, 
that they have Maſters out of France to tcac! h Frenc: to tneir Vi22pies, 
Parrots, and Starlings. Aad if their Sawce be nut Frenen: red, thenr 
Meat is not fit tur Dogs. 
, Enter Truro, and Nloniicur combins bis ie, 
Now I nope , Monſieur, you arc arcit to your own HHSHRcTLON, 
AMonſ. We, Semior. 
* Claud. This 1s a very gracef ul dreſs, Traro. 
Trur. Graceful ! Pox take him, he raiſes ; fich a dqult with combing 
his Wig, it's enough to ſtitle one. 
Clixd, How do you like that Hat, Truro - 
trur. Why ſhould his ſhallow Coxcomb have fo broad a Cover- 
ing ? | 
Cland. Methinks his Breeches are like the Tower of Babel, hung 
round with Confulion. 
þ » ' | 
Trur. In my opinion they are like Bells hung in a Steepie , where 


tus legs ſerve tor Clappers. 
$4b. Fie, Senior Claudio, you will deſtroy the Monlicurs good 


opinion of his dreſs, 
Monſ. Nonne, my foy, me like it much te better, for te pleaſure it 


give Semor Claudio. 
Claud. Go, Monſieur, you may to your {tudy again, [ Exit. 
Trur. He likes Your 3p wiſh dict to 118 that now will he mount 
himlelf upon a Cloud and ride into the Heavens to dine with thoſe 
| falle Fotunc-tellers the Planets; a crowd of wandring Gyplies that 
pick our pockets with a lye, and we are ſuch filly fools as to beheve 


cm. 
Cland. Then , Truro, Y« Ou have ne great optmon of the Stars. 


Trur. No more than of a poun of Candles lizhred art the wrong 
end : tor as fureas I am here, their 1: iafluence over us at birth 15 equa}, 
Nay, for my part I declarc, tis m) 0:1mon, that a Candle lighted ttt 
the Roam when aad where the Childe 1s born, mult needs have a 
| greater power over it, th12 2 Star tn the Heavens fome hundred thou- 
land miles from 1t. 

Cland. Well, you may lay what you will; but I have fo great an 
opiaion of Moalicurs itudy, though | chink he's no great Conjurer, 
that I intead to be his Scholar. How like you that 2? 


Trar. Shall I be free in my anſwer ? 
[) Clad. 
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Claxd. I'll give you the freedom of a Companion, 

Trur. Then let me beg you not to concern your ſelf with thoſe 
Starry ſtudies. 

Claud. Why, prethee ? 

Trur. Why , would it not be ridiculous for a man of your wiſ- 
dom and quality to waſte either time, money, or pains in drawing 
of a Circle, and then dividing of it intotwelve parts, placing a Bull 
here, a Lion there, a Crab in one corner, and a Goat in another ; and 
then to fall a curſing that old Dog Saturn, that bloody Rogue Afars, 
that jilting Quean Yerws, and that (ig Cur Aferewry, and the relt of 
the Gang, for looking alkew on your Aſcendant : and when all comes 
toall, and you come to give a grave judgement upon your Houſes 
with all thoſe moaſtrous _ in them, faith the concluſion 1s, Per- 
haps it may be ſo, and perhaps it may be otherwiſe 3 and who the 
devil would give himſelf ſuch a trouble about a Perhaps ? 

; Claud. And do you think there's no more truth than this in Aſtro- 
? 
+ Gul Faith, no more truth in the anſwers of the Stars, than in a 
pair of Dice thrown upon the Wheel of Fortune. 
Enter Monſieur. 

Claxd. I am glad you are come, Monſieur : Now if you can but 
ſay as much for the Stars as Truro has ſaid againſt 'em, —— 

Monſ. Morbleau, what have Traro ſaid agains te Star ? 

Cland. Onely that there's ne'er a word of Truth nor a grain of 
Senſe in Aſtrology, 

Monſ. Begar, me vill let you ſce tat tare be te much truthin te Star, 
Had te grand Julizs Ceſar take te advice of te Aſtrologer, my foy, 
he had no bin butcher in te Senate-houſe ; nor had Hezry te ſecond 
of France bin kilt riding at te Tilt, if he had been rule by te Aſtro- 
loger : And let me tell Traro, if he no be rule by me, and mend his 
behaviour, he ſhall die by te Hangman. 

Claud. What ſay you to this? does not the Monſieur ſpeak to the 
purpoſe now ? 

Trur. Good Senior give me leave to turn Fortune-teller for once, 

Cland. With all my heart. 

1rar. Well then, if the Monſieur do not die of a French Clap, be 
buried ina Houſe of Office, and afterwards be ſung about the ſtreets 
for a falſe Fortune-teller , let me ne'er feed more of any thing but 
Radiſhes. 


Monſ. My foy, Senior Claudio, me ſee tat te Star be {o var anger 
Wit 
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wit Traro for his [light 'em, tat me fear for his ſake dey vill throw tar 


vengeance on te whole Family. 
Claud. Truro, be gone 5 I have ſome private buſineſs with the 


Monſieur. [ Exit Truro. 
Come, Monſieur, your anſwer to the Queſtion I propoted. 

Monſ. Awe, Semior. [ Pull; out 4 Figure. 
Tis Skeam vill tel] me all. 

Cland. Shall I gain this woman ? 

Monſ. Hole, hole ; here be Ars in Conjundion wit te fair Venus, 
and Sol look var well upon Madam Lana : Begar, if you no get her, 
me vill draw te Curtain before te Heav'n, tat te Star ſhall no more ſee 
vat vedo. Butte Dragon t4jl in te ſecond houſe make you pay var 


dear for her. 
Cland. That I am confident on already. Go thy ways, Monſieur, 


if thy Prediction comes to paſs, Iam reſolved to write a book in de- 
fence of Aſtrology. Yet 
No matter what thoſe idle Planets prate ; 
She is the onely Star that tells my fate. Exeunt. 
Enter Avaritio, Clorinia, ad Scintillia, 
Avar. Clorinie, | am troubled at a dream I dreamt laſt night. 
Cloy. Fie, Sir,the prejudice you have received by thoſe falſe Viſions, 
(hould,one would think,make you not regard 'em. What was it, Sir ? 
Avar. You are concern'd in't, 
Clor. I, Sir! 
Avar. It was, That thou hadſt changed thy Reſolution for a Re- 


ligious life, 
Clor. That's the greater argument for it : for Dreams arc always to 


be conſtrued quite contrary to what they ſeem. 
Avar. I proteſt I was mightily troubled at it. 
Scin, Indeed, Sir, you have paid a dearrate for the experience of 


the truth of Dreams. Have you forgot face you untiled your houſe 
for a bag of gold you dreamt was hid ia the Roof of it , and when 
you had done, found nothing but a Sparrows neſt, and ſome few 
pieces of old Iron ? 
| Clor. And you may remember that another time on the ſame oc- 
calion, you kill'd a hundred head of Catte), by reaſon you dreamt the 
Philoſophers ſtone was to be found in their kidneys. 
Avar. Away, you waggilh girl. 
Enter Dorido and Horatio. 


Senior Dorido, welcome. Wel) I has told me all your deſignes. 
2 Dor. 
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Dor. My delignes? 

Avar. About you know what I mean. 

Dor. What does he fay ? 

Clor. My Father has heard of all your deſigne for Religion, yonr 
going into a Covent, The two thouſand pounds you have put into 
Clandio's hand forthe building an Hoſpital, is a very pious work. 

Dor. | underltand her. 

Avar. To him, daughter, to him. Ah, you're well met, I protcls. 

Clor. Your pious care — tocheat my old Father, (a#de.) — to 
provide tor another world, has ſtrangely pleas'd me. 

Avar. That's a good Girl. Do you hear, Senior ? [ to Horat, 

Clor. Purſue this holy principle, and we ſhall meet together — as 
often as we pleaſe (afde.) — 1n Heaven. 

Avar. Hah! | Lifting up his eyes. 

Clor. My kinde Father, | ſay, — will neer ſuſpect us, ( aſide.) — 
will make me the happielt woman in the world—1n letting me lee 
you often, (a{ide..) -—1n Jetting me leada Religious hte, and crown 
my Cays amongſt a Quire of Cherubims. 

Avar. Oh, my childe,”my childe ! let me embrace thee. This Re- 
gion is ſuch a Tewel ! Let your fooliſh fottiſh old Fathers breed up 


heir Children in the vanitics of the world , I have a Daughter wil! 
nake an Anocl. 

Dor. Sir, by your favour let me an{wer her. 

avir. Py all mcans, Sir 3 your diſcourſe I know will charm her. 


Dor. Madam, Silter I ſhould fay, oh that you could but look 
tto my Soul, and know how much I am tranſported — to fee you 
thus kinde, Ca%de.) — to hear you talk fo pioully. 


{var. Good azca. Well, ſuch a Daughter, and iuch a Friend,ars 
not inthe world agen ! 

Der. Your thoughts, divine Siſter, are ſo much mine, (uch bliſs, 
ſuch charms, and ſuch raptures there are — in thy dear Love,(aſtde_) 
— in trve Devotion, that on my knees I vow to live and die— my 
Gear Clorinia's, C alt, )—1A a Cloylter. 

Avar. Ol rile, riſe, Senior, Well, you are a good man : Oh, Do- 
rio, this is keaventy muſick to my Daughter. Come, Dorido, lince 
you arc in ſogood a humour, you ſhall go in with me, and well dil- 
courſe turder of a Kehipions life, 

Dor. Sir, | wait on you, But 1s 1t not your pleaſure that Clorizia 
hould go withus 7 A piousminde cannot be too much ſtrengthen'd. 

Avar, Alas, Sir, (he has been reading all thisafternoon, I _ 
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ſhe's fo given to Books, that I amafraid ſhe'll pore her eyes out upon 
em. No, no, (he hall {ray and play a game at Cheſs with Senior 
Horatio. You know Devotion muſt have alittle reſpit. 

Dor. Pox on him. [ Exexnt Dor. and Avar. 

Clor. Come, will you play ? 

Hor. If I do, I muſt be ſure to looſe. Chefs is a game requires 
more care than a man of my temper can have in ſuch fair company. 
Clor. Come, venture that, 

Hor. Madam, the opportuaity s too precious to be lo loſt. 
Clor. Ha ! what's this ? 
Hor. Onely I dare not play with you, you are too much a Conque- 


ror already. 

Clor. Nay, then Ill call in better company. 

Hor. Stay, Madam , hcar me but one word, and then call in the 
Company to witneſs your Cruelty and my Miſery. 


Clor. Go On, Sir, 
Hor. The danger of your Father's return, and the peace your 


Beauty robb'd me of, will not give me time nor thought enough for 
a ſtudicd addreſs; theretore take it thus: | Kneels,and kiſſes ber hand. 
I love you, Madam. 
Clor. Are you in carneſt ? 
Hor. Are doubts, tears, diſtractions, jcalouſics, and all the torments 
of a bleecing heart, things to be jeſted with ? 
Clor. And dare you tell me this 2 
Hor. Bid a wretch on a Wrack 1 a'l the agony of his dil-joynted 
limbs, not dare to groan, and be as ealily obe) d. 
Clor. And can you be this villain to your friend 2 Do you not 
bluſh 2 Does not your guilty blood flie in your Traytors face ? 
Hor. Madam, it I bluſh, tis not my Treaſon, but my Love that 
brings that glowing colour in my face. 1 can't keep down my boy- 
ling blood and carry 
Such fire as mine within me. Dear Madam, 
Have you no pity for my lighs2 Yes, do, 
Reſolve to {ce me die. 
Clor. To ice you damn'd. 
Yes, Devil, to thy hell, there thou wilt finde 
A converlation fit for thy black Soul. 
Had you proclaim'd dehance to your friend, 
genouncd his friendſhip tirlt, and then invaded 


His right, your guiJt 12d been more pardonable : 
But 


| 
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But the baſe Hypocrite's a part ſo abject, 
As is below my (corn. 

Hor. Her ſcorn | 

Clor. A Rebel is a glorious Villain, when a Traytor 
Is but a deſpicable flave. But, Sir, 

To put an end to your vain hopes, were your Love 
As brave and generous as 'tis bale and barbarous, 

I ſhould abhor the thoughts of him that could 
Suſpect me guilty of a change ſo mean : 

My conſtancy's not to be blaſted ſo. 

Hor. [ Laughs.) Faith, Madam, now have l onely rallied with you 
all this while, and now muſt I expect to finde you as furious as an 
Amazon, for this trick I have put upon you ; never to ſce your face 
agen is the leaſt Compoſition I can make. 

Clor, How, Senior ! 

Hor. *'Twas an odde exploit, an Artifice I uſed to try your Con- 
ſtancy, and my friends Intereſt, And now this rage and ſcorn from 
you, confirms his happineſs and my hopes. 

Cloy. A Tryal of my Conſtancy call you it 2 Did not your zeal for 
your friend atone for you , I know not how I ſhould bear fo bold a 
piece of curiolity. 

Enter Avaritio and Dorido. 

Dor. Never was an Heretick in an Inquilition (© baited as I have 
been, [Aſrde. 

Avar. Daughter Clo. daughter ! 

Dor. Friend, [_ to Horatio. ] I know 'tis towards bed-time with 
this old fool, and he always takes the Keys up with him; and I have 
not ſaid half my minde to my dear Clorinia : Take an occaſion of 
telling her, I dehire alittle diſcourſe with her at the Parlonr-window 
at Eleven ; by that time he'll be alleep. She knows the old ſigne. 

Hor. Enough. 

Avar. Well, Daughter, this Dorido is a hne man I profeſs ; I once 
deſign'd him for thy Huſband — — 

Clor. How this old Gentleman can diſſemble ! [ Aſrde. 

Avar. But now you have both made a better choice, Senior Dorido, 

[ Horatio and Clorinia whiſper. 
there are ſtrange bleſſings in ſtore for you : So pious a minde 1n a 
young man, and a Gentlemaa too, I profeſs is admirable, 

Clor. Enov%h, 111 ſteal down to him, 

Avar, Daughter, [ Takes her by the hand. 

Senior, 
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Senior, good night, Well, I proteſt he isa miracle, 


Exennt Avar. and Clor. one way, aud Dor. another. 
Hoy. Her Conſtancy is the Rock on which I ſplit z I muſt make 
her hate Dorido ; remove the Giant,and the Maid's my own. I am 
none of thoſe whining Lovers that can tall fick and die at the teet of 
a Denial. 
I will go on, and ſcorn a bale retreat ; 
Deſpair the Goward onely does deteat, 
Exit. 


The fourth A CT: 


Enter Horatio, and Audacio holding a Flambeau. 
Hor, An you be nimble and dextrous, Maſter Engineer ? 
ith Aud, Asa Mercury, Senior. 

Hoy. Then thus : Watch at the turning of this ſtreet, and when 
you ſee Senior Dorido come by, put out your Light, and that ſhall 
give me notice for my Deſigne. When he hears the noiſe I ſhall raiſe, 
I know he will make up hither; then do you alarm the Watch, and 
play the part I order'd you, 

Aud. To a tittle. 

Hor, To your Poſt quickly, the minute draws nigh; 'tis neer E- 
leven. [Exit Audacio. 
Now muſt I a&t the ſubtleſt piece of Treaſon 
That Love, animated 
By Jealouſic and Revenge, could cer inſpire, 

I love Clorinia, and conſequently hate 

Her darling Favourite Dorido ; 

And what we hate, we're prompted to deſtroy, 

'Tis true, I am falſe to my friend 3 but what's friendſhip in one ſcale, 

when Love 1 1n the other ? Love is a paſſion that's taught and rooted 

in our Souls by nature, when Frieadſhip is but a humour pur off or 

on at pleaſure, Love comes by force, and Friendſhip but by choice, 

and is but generally the Creature of Fear or Laterelt. 

Ha ! he has put out his Light, and Dorido's coming. Now for my 

ligne. {Whiſtles ; at which a Caſement opens, and Clorinia ſpeaks 
from within. 

Clor. 
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Clor. Dorido ! 
| Hor. I, dear Madam. 
| Clor. Oh, dear Dorido, my unkinde Father is not yet in bed, and 
I am in ſuch danger here, that I cannot tell you halt the kinde things 
IT havetoſay. Let that Letter (peak for me. 

Gives him a Letter through the Caſement, which he takes,and 
as he takes it ſtabs ber Arm with h4s Dagger. | 

Clor. Murder, murder ! 

Enter Horatio's friend Audacio. 

Hor. $o, take that Letter and Dagger,and convey 'cm into Dorids's 
POCKEr, 
| Aud. Enough. [Exennt ſeverally. 
Fnter Dorido, 
| Dor. Death and Confuſion ! My Clorinjz's voice! What infernal 
lound 1s this ? 

Fnter Avaritio in his Night-gowr, and Clorinia with her arm 
wrapt in a bloody Handkercher, Scintillia with a Candle. 

Avar. Ha, murder ! what's the matter ? 

Clor. Oh, Sir, as I was going up to bed, I ſaw the Parlour-win- 
dow open, and as I went to ſhut it, ſome wicked villain caught me 
by the hand and ſtab'd his Dagger into my arm, 

Dor. Lightning blaſt him for't, 

Avar. Geraldo, Diego, Sanco,Franciſco,riſe you rogues: Dorido ! 

Dor. There's no (taying till your Servants rife ; the villain will 
be gone beyond their reach, Do you run and fetch a Surgeon, and 
tet my Sword purluc the impious Devil. | Exit Avariti0 one way, 


and xs Dor. offers to go arother way, he is met by Horatio's friend 
. 


ww 


TOY pT_mr— woos” Fo RE co_—_—_—— 


with the Aigit tile ana Guards. 
Fnter Watchmen here, 
Aud. Thats hs, ſc1ze him. 
Dor. Bold flaves, what's tus for ? 
They fickt with Dorido, and take him. 
Aud, Are you the Lacy that cricd out murder ? 
Clor. Yes, what then ? 
Aud. Oh, Madam, this is the barbarovs villain that ſtab'd you. | 
Clor. Dorido ! 
Dor, I the villain! 
Aud. Hey day ! now has he the impudence to deny it. Did not 
{ tre you ſteal up to that houſe, then whiſtle, and a Lady put her hand 
out of that window and give you a Letter z which you received, and 
returned the Compliment with your Dagger ? Dor. 
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Dor. Blaſphemous dog ! Is the Traytor diſtracted 2? 


Clor. 1 am all amazement ! | 
And. Do you intend to face me out of my ſenſes ? Madam, } 


thought he had been going to rob the houſe, and watch'd him, aud 


ſaw him dot. 
Dor. Hell and Damnation ! Traytor, Lyer, Hell-hound, what did 


| you ſee me do? 

Aud. What [Il juſtifie to be true. Nay, I am fure the Dagger 
muſt be about him, or not far off : for he did not {tir one (tep, Gen- 
tlemen, before I call'd you. | 

Dor. The Dagger about me ! (earch me, Devil. 

And, Search him, Gentlemen. 

They pull 2 Dagger and a Letter ont of his pocket. 

Watchman. A bloody Dagger, and a Letter for one Senior Dorido. 

And. Did I not tell you, Gentlemen ? 

Dor. Ha ! what inchanting Fiend has convey'd that Dagger into 
my pocket > Madan, if there be truth in Heav'a, or faith 1a man, 1 
| could no more be guilty of this Outrage,than I could burn a Church, 
Some malicious Devil, envying our Loves, has us'd this artifice to 
undo me. 

Axd. If there be truth in Heav'n, or faith in man, this bluſtring 
Gentleman is as truly guilty of this Outrage, as you are the infortu- 
| nate Lady that fuffer'd it. 

Dor. Infamous Varlet ! what art thou, that ſuch an Imputation 
ſhould be believed from thy mouth ? 

Aud. Gentlemen, convey us both before the next Judge; I am 
ready to atteſt by oath what I have ſeen and known, 

Clor. Gentlemen, pray lend me your Priſoner for one minutes 
diſcourſe, Ungrateful nan ! 

Is this your beſt return for all my kindneſs ? 

Dor. And can you perſecute me too ? My angry (tats 
Aad this falſe impudeat flave, has made me mad. 

Clor, No, your guilt, not he, has made you lo. 

Dor. Madam, by all that's good, I neither receiv'd that Letter nor 
ever ſaw that Dagger, whatever Magick convey'd it into my pocket. 
I heard you cry out Murder, ran in to your afliſtance, ſaw you blee- 
ding, and my Soul bled for you. 

I heard your ſhreeking voice with ſo much horrour, 
That I'd have given my Life, and half my right 


To Heavn, to have reach't the villains heart for't, 
E And 
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'And can this be the man that ſtab'd Clorinia ? 

| Clor. No, Sir, theſe Evidences are too plain. 

, Convey'd by Magick thither ! If there be ſuch a thing as 

' Magick, 'tis in impious mens falſe Oaths and broken Vows, 
That can bewitck believing Virgins hearts, 
And uſe 'em as thou doſt. 

Dor. Oh, Madam, as you'd keep me on this (ide Hell, 

And hold my hand from tearing out my heart, 
Oh, do not lay this horrid Crime againſt me : 
A Crime o diſtant from my purer thoughts, 
As my heart trembles but to hear. 

Clor. They that can prove ſuch Traytors as thou arr, 
Want not pretences to ſeem innocent. 

Dor. And can you (till ſuſpe&t ſuch faith as mine ? 

Clor. Did1 for thisrun tothe window 
With as much haſte and zeal to meet you there, 

As a departing Saint mounts up to Heav'a ! 
And when, like a poor fond miſtaken fool, 
My eager hand fo kindly gave that Letter, 
And 1nit all the teadreſt thoughts that Love 
Could cer inſpire; this cruel man, 

When he receiv'd my very Soul, 

Could barbarouſlly (tab the hand that gave it. 

Dor. Oh, cruel ſavage woman |! 

Clor. Take him hence. 

Dor. Oh, my belt Angel, hear me. 

Clor. Oh, my Devil ! 

Make haſte, take him away : and, perjur'd man, 
Tell the new Miſtriſs, for whoſe ſake you did 
This helliſh deed, to make your title good, 
You ſeal'd your falſchood 1n Clorinia's blood. 
Exeunt ſeverally : Manet onely Scintillia, 
Enter Avaritio and a Phyſecian. 

Avar. What lazie Rogues are theſe Phyſicians ! he was in bed, 
and I was forced to ſtay till the reverend tool riſe. 1 
Ha ! Girl, where's Clo ? 

Scin. Oh, Sir, ſhe's gone in almoſt diſtracted. 

Avar. Oh Heav'as, diſtrafted ! The 1oſs of blood will put her in 
a Feavour, Dear Sir, make halte. 


Fxennt. 
Enter 
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Enter Senior Pedro and Leonora. 

Ped. 1 wonder Sabina comes not; it is about the time of her ap- 
pointment. What a Pettycoat have you got on there, Wite 2 

Leon. 'Tis very well, Huſband : My Lady Abbels I know hates a 
gawdy dreſs. 

Ped. Nay, a modeſt garb certainly becomes Devotion beſt. 

Enter Sabina. 

$4b. I am afraid I have ſtaid to the prejudice of your patience. 

Leon, No, | have a greater ſtock than . But I pray how does 
my Lady ? 

$4ab. Very well, Dear Leonora, ſhe will expect us. Are you 
ready ? 


Leon. I am ready. 
Ped. She got no [leep to night for thinking of this Holy voyage. 


Seb. And Claudio will keep her waking a little longer. [ Aſ#de. 
Good woman, her thoughts are on Heava, Well, I hope the Mo- 


naſtery is not out of the road to it. 
Ped. I'll lead you to the door, Well Wite, when you are in your 


Altitudes, have ſome little thought on the good man at home. 
Fxennt Sabina and Leonora. 


Enter Truro and Monſenr. 

Trur. Since this Monſieur got into his French drefs, he (truts it at 
a wondrous rate : But I hope once more to uncaſe him, and bring 
that rotten Carcaſe of his into Spaniſh tetters again. 

Monſ. Truro, be wile, and te Star will be your good fricnd, 

Trur. Oh, plague light upon the nonſenfical babling of your Stars, 
and all your French acquaintance with them. 

Monſ. My toy, Truro, you have much te pride, and tat be no boon. 
Te French man get var great regard from te Frgl;ſb Lord, by tare 
great ſubmiſſion, 
Enter Claudio and Millia, 

Claud. Millia, be\ure when you hear aay knock at the gate, look 
out of the window 3 it they be women that enquire for Dona Betrix, 
be you quick in opening the door and ſhewing 'em a room, 

Mill. I ſhall, Senior. 

Claud. And let not one of you appear beſides. Go, be gone eve- 
ry one about his bulineſs. [ Exennt Monſteur, Truro, and Millia, 
And now will I to my Chamber and expedt my call, [Fxit. 
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Enter Sabina aud Leonora. 
$ab. Oh, dear Madam, I had almoſt forgot Dona Betrix, though 
I promis'd to call her : that's the houſe ; come, Madam, I muſt beg 
your pardon for one minute. 

Leon. I am ſolely at your ſervice, [ Sab. knocks. 

Mill. [ above.) Who's there? and who would you ſpeak with ? 

Sab. Is Dona Betrix within ? 

Mill. Yes. Il come and condu@t you to her. 
S4b. You (hall go with me, we ſha'nt (tay. 
Leon. Ule your pleaſure. 
Millia opens the door. 
Mill, Will you be pleas'd to walk in, and I'll acquaint her. 
Exennt Millia, Sabina, aud Leonora ; and enter again 
in 4 Dining-room. 

AE. Will you reſt your ſelves here till I return ? 

Sab. Mila, Vl go along with you, Dear Leonora, aſſure your 
felt 111 make a quick diſpatch. 

Exennt Millia ard Sabina, and lock the door. 
Enter Claudio at another door. 

&eor. O Heav'ns, my Virtue is betray'd ! 

Claud. My deareft Leonora ! welcome. Now,my belt lite,thou'rt 
mine. Dear Madam, ſurrender, and fave the trouble of a ſtorm. 

Leon. You may thank wretched $4bina for it. Is this the Mona- 
{tzry, thou wicked Hag---and are you my Lady Abbeſs---How durſt 
you act fo villanous a partunder fo holy a pretence ? 

Clind. Dear Madam, look but into the Afﬀairs of the world, and 
you'll diſcover the Malk of Religion frequently put upon worſe de- 
{ignes than this. | Takes her hand. 
Come, my pretty Saint, this inclination of man to your Sex is ſo uni- 
verſal, as renders it not ſuch an offence to Heav'n, as men of Holy 
Orders are pleas'd to tell us 'tis : No, no, dear Leonora. 

Leon. How can you talk ſo! Were I convinc'd it were no Crime, 
yet the blemiſh it would throw upon my Reputation, will never fuf- 
icr me to yield. 

Claud. Your Reputation, on my life, ſhall not be wounded, 

Leon. What ! and yield to your baſe dehires ? 

. Cland. The Light ſhall be no witneſs to what we do; and a thing 
ſo conceal'd can never call your Honour into queltion. Tis not the 
doing of a thing, but the knowledge of it after 'tis done, that gives 


the tata] blow to Reputation, 
Leon, 
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Leon. How: +. ., vile man, "twill wrong my Huſband. 

Claxd, It caa be none to him, lo long as his ignorance has no other 
opinion of you than whats juſt and honourable, But I delay my 
joys---Come, dear Madam —— 

Leon. Oh, Sir, you make me ſtark mad : What do you mean, you 


wicked laſcivious man you ? 
Claxd. Nothing, dear Leonora, but all the Kindne(s, all the Love, 


and all the Raptures in the world. 

Leon. Touch me if you dare ! 11] tear your eyes out : If you 
come but neer me, I'll — nay I'll — 

Claud. What will you do? 

Leor. Why,what will you have medo? Well, this opportunity's 
2 meer Devil ! [ Aſtde. 

Claud. Conſent to make me the happieſt man that lives. 

Leon. Well, Sir, I proteſt 'tisnot in my nature to uſe ſo fine a Gen- 
tleman unkindly. Alas, I would ſubmit to any thing, and make 
you happy, if I durſt : Butoh, the (in, the fin ! I won't; let me go, 
; you are a villanous man, would betray my Honour, damn my Soul, 
and I hate you. Ill cry out; help, murder ! 

Cland. Well,dear Leonora, I'll grant you your defire. I will deny 
my ſelf the greateſt happineſs Beauty can give,and man poſlels, rather 
than force that bliſs you cannot yield. Bur, divineſt Madam, it you 
could be kinde, what charming Magick would there be in thoſe dear 
Arms, what NeCtar ia thoſe Lips, and what Elyſium on that ſoft Bo- 
ſome | 

Leon. Nay, Sir, go on, you ſpeak (o prettily ! Though I muſtne- 
ver yield to any wicked thing, yet we may talk as kindly as we 


pleafe. 

Claud. And is that all ? 

Leon. No, Sir, were I a (ingle woman, or if you were my Huſband, 
or {o, I could deny you nothing — But — 

Claud. Well, Iilſend for a Prieſt, and marry you preſently. 

Leon. Two Huſbands ! Alas, Sir, I have too much ot one al- 
ready, 

Cland, Viaadam, your ſweetneſs has ſo tranſported me, that if you 
cangot yield, I maſt force you-— 

Leon. But are you ſure you'll force me ?. for 1 vow I won't go wil- 
lingly, 

Claud. I'm palt ail patience. 

Leon. Stay, Sir, if I muſt go, let us reſolve to be as little wicked 

as 
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as we can: Let's ſtay and ſay our Prayers before we go. 

Claud. Let's love firit, and pray afterwards. 

Leon. But you ſhall promiſe me firſt you will not uſe me too 
roughly, for my poor Huſband's ſake. 

Claud. Oh, Madam, I'm a tender-hearted man 


Indeed 11! be as gentle as I can. 
Exennt, 


The fifth A CT. 


Enter Clorinia. 
Clor. As ever ſo much inhumanity ! 
How are my Thoughts diſtrated ! Well, if this 
Perfidious Dorido be what I ſuſpect him, 
His Love defaced, and ſuch a Monſter made, 
No Ange! ever fell ſo ſoon, or turn'd 
So black as he. The change appears ſo dreadful, 
That I dare ſcarce believe my Eyes and Senſes. 
Fnter Avaritio and Horatio. 

My Father and Horatio / This interview 
May give ſome new diſcovery. I'll o're-hear 'em. [Steps aſide. 

Avar. This Dorido 1s the wickedſt Rogue that ever breath, 

Hor. Alas,Sir, he's all wickedneſs. His very pretences for Religion 
were all baits to trapan you. 

Clor. What's this I hear ? [ Aſide. 

Hor. The truth on't is, he lov'd your Daughter, and delign'd to 
{teal her. 

Avar. Stcal her ! 

Hor. And all his fair diſguiſcs of Devotion were but to gain acceſs 
toaccompliſh it, 

Avar. Pretious Raſcal | 

Clor. Tam all aſtoniſhment. | 

Hor. And becaule ſhe refus'd to break open your houle laſt night, 


and run away with him, he (tab'd her. 
Avar. Dainty Rogue ! 
Clor. Death, what a Traytor's here | 
Hor, Sir, | confeſs he was my friend, and under that name I long 
CON» 
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conceal ' iis crimes; but now they are grown too odious for my 
friend(t » to wink at : my zeal for Juſtice, and my ſence of your la- 
juries, | ve waked my ſleeping Reaſon. I cannot ſee you cheated 
and abu'<d. 

Avar. Then belike all this Monaſtery-baſineſs is laid by. 

Hor. The devil of any ſuch place did hee'er intend to trouble. 

Avar. And I warrant hell build no Hoſpital neither. 

Hor. An Hoſpital ! a Bawdy-houle. He build an Hoſpital ! No, 
Sir, his hot Spariſb blood will ftinde other uſes for his money. 

Avar. What's become of the two thouſand pounds in Senior Cl1#- 
dio's hands ? 

Hor. Call'd in agen, I can aſſure you : 'twas onely laid there for a 
bait for you. Sir, tobe plaiaer with you, I do not hike your Daugh- 
ters proceedings. 

Avar. How, my Daughter ! 

Hor. I lay, ſhe's to blame, to have Love in her heart, and Religion 
in her tongue. 

Clor. This 1s beyond all ſufferance. [_4jtde. 

Avar. How! is not my Clo for a Nunnery ? 

Hor. She's no more for a Nunnery than you are for an Alms-houle. 

Avar. No Nunnery ! 

Hor. They onely maſqueraded with you all this while. Their 
midnight-aſlignations at your Parlour-window, have fecur'd her from 
ever troubling a Monaſtery. 

Clor. Monlter, Barbarian ! [ Aſide. 

2 O Rogues, Cheats, Gypſies! Franciſco, Diego, Sancho, Ge». 
raldo. 

Enter Servants. 

Sazcho, fend for a Maſon : I'll have the Parlour-window next the 
ſtreet taken down, and the wall made up; and, you Raſcal, ſee that 
no budy comes into my houſe without my orders. I ſhall have this 
Rogue come in diſguiſe into my houſe, aad ſome Canonical Thief ſteal 
likea Pimp in after him, and marry them. But now I think oa't, [ 
am a Magiſtrate, and will give every body their Oaths that comes 
within my doors. And, Sirrah, do you fee that the Balcone be nail d 
up: The Gyplic may drop down Love into the ſtreet. Cheat her 
old Father! And, you Raſcal, take notice theſe two Rooms are a! 
the walk I allow her. Afſignations! I'll ſpoil their ſport. 

Hor. Pray, Senior, do me the favour, when you tell whence yo 
had this intelligence, not to name your Author, I am unwilling 
gain a fair Ladies difpleaſure, As 
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Avar. 1 profeſs, Sir, I will not ſpeak a word of you. Cheat her 
old Father ! 

Hor. Sir, I am afraid I have diſturb'd you : Il] take my leave of 
you till ſome other time. 

Avar. | profeſs you are the beſt friend I have in the world. 

Hor. Not one word of me. 

Avar, Not a ſyllable. [ Exit Horatio, 
Run away with a young Raſcal ! 1! watch your waters, 1']l warrant 

ou. [ Exit Avaritio. 

Cler. Well, I am the moſt unfortunate of women ! 

Fnter Valerio. 

Val. What's the matter, Siſter ? 

Clor. Oh, Brother, had you been here, you had diſcover'd the vi- 
leſt piece of Treachery —That Barbarian Horatio , Dorido's falſe 
friend, has diſcloſed all owr deſignes, and fo incensd my peeviſh old 
Father, that theſe two Rooms are my Priſon, and my Servants my 
Jaylours. 

Val. Andcan Horatio be ſogreat a Villain ! 

Clor. This is the leaſt of my Misfortunes. I have abuſed the beſt 
of men. Now am I certain 'twas this villain ſtab'd me z and I, un- 
happily deceived by that mercenary ſlave the accomplice in his de- 
figne, have laid the Crime upon the guiltleſs Dorido;, and to com- 
pleat my miſeries, muſt never ſee him more. 

Fnter Claudio and 2 Servant of Avaritio's, 
with Monſtenr and Truro. 

Claud. Prethee thank thy Maſter for my admiſſion; but tell him 
I have no deſigne upon his Daughter, that he need be {o cautious, 

Serv. Pray, Sir, be not angry with me, I onely execute my Com- 
miſlion. Exit Servant. 

Monſ. Begar, dele Spaniſh Lady be kep up as cloſe as de Jack in 
box, Morbleau, 

Clor. Senior Clandio,you are come to ſee the unhappieſt Maid that 
Fortune ever perſecuted, 

Cland. Aye, Madam, with much ado I am come to fee you ; but 
your Father keeps a pack of the moſt i]|-natur'd Raſcals about him, 

Clor. Oh, Sir, they are my Jaylours. That Monſter Horatio has 
diſcover'd all our plots, and | mult never fee Dorido agen. 

Cland. indeed, Madam, I fear you will not. 

Clor. How, Sir ! 

Cland, His griet and his diſtraftions for your unkind (uſpition, 
have 
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have fo dejefted him, that you'll either never ſee him more ; or fo 
alter'd, that you'll ſcarce know he was the man that loved you. 

Clor. Oh, Sir, you ſtab m2 to the very heart. 

Cland. That attempt upon you was fo far from being his a@t, that 
'tis impoſſible but 1t muſt be done by ſome malicious Rival or De- 
vil. 

Clor. That Devil 1s Horatio : And I like an inchanted fool « 
luſpeCt the innocent Dorido ; and as a jult Reward for my fulp. 

I am for ever doom'd to hve immur'd within theſe walls. I've 
much injur'd the unhappy Dorido, 

That I can no ways recompence his griefs, 

But by ſome bold adveature tor his fake. 

What is't I would not do for that brave man ? 

Val. Silter, let's fet {ome new defignes atoor. 

Clor. Detignes ! INI tire the houſe, and run away with him. 
Tisno mean act can expiate my Crime. 

To talk of Monaſterics, and delnde 

A credulous Father, is too mean a ſervice. 
| cannot teſtifie that love | bear him, 
But by ſome noble Paſlage to his Arms. 

Cland. This kindnefs, Madam, will revive him. But, Madam, you 
ſhall ſteer a ſafer way : I havea new plot. 


Clor. What is't ? 
Cland. To rob your Father. You know he's covetous, and could 


we neatly and handſomly be malters of two or three of his Bags, 
the fright 'twould put him into to looſe his Money , and the way 
that I'd propoſe to hinde the Thief, ſhall bring you into Dorido's very | 
Arms ; nay, you ſhall marry him before your Father's face. 
Clor. "Tis a brave Project, if it dobur rake. 
Cland. Truſt ro my Conduct. 
Val. But now I think ont, Sir, his Money is all out at uſe. Yet q 
now I think ont, I have found a way as well, My Father, about fix 
months ſince, lent a Sp.4n:ſb Lord Six hundred Ducatoons upon a 
Necklace of Pearl. 11] ſteal that : and as good luck would have it, 
he is juſt now gone into his Cloſet, INI after him; and whilſt I hold 
him ta a Tale, I! (teal it : 'ris 1na little box, and will beeaſily (lipt 
ito my pocket. 1'!l be with you preſently. | Exit. 
Clor. G04 luck attead you. 
Cland. Truro and Monſieur, my two truſty Servants, ſhall be in 


the Plot. This Monkieur, you know, has fer up for an Aſtrologer : 
F I 
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111 perſwade your Father heisa Conjurer, and can raiſe the Devil tg 
get his Pearl agen : and fo we'll wheedle the old Gentleman, with 
your Brother an4 you, to my houſe, where Dorido diſguiſed ſhall at- 
tend us; and whilſt the Monſieur is charming your Father to pet his 
Pearl agen, a Prieſt ſhall be there and conjure you two together, 

Clor. 1 like it rarcly ! 

Cland. Truro, when Valerio returns, and brings the Pearl, do you 
[lip out and diſguiſe your ſelf, and come in this Lord's name to de- 
mand the Pearl, 

Trur. I'll do the buſineſs. Within three or four doors lives a 
Barber of my acquaintance, he ſhall transform me. Bur, Sir, the 
Lord's name. 

Cland.. Oh, Madam, what ſhall we do for his name ? 

Clor. As I remember I have heard my Father ſpeak of him. His 
name 1s Don Antonio Don Rinaldo du Peralta. 

Enter Valeno. 

Val. 1 have it. 

Trur. Enough. [ Exit. 

Clor. As I could wiſh. 

Val. I began a very ſerious diſcourſe with him , and I had ſcarce 
ſpoke ten words, but he fell ſo horribly a railing againſt you as ama- 
zed me. And whil(t he was buhie in the heat of all his fury, I per- 
form'd the Operation, But ſce, he's here | 

Avar. Oh, Huſley , are you there? You are an excellent jilting 
Baggage : Nothing would ſerve your turn, but cheating your old 
Father, would it ? 

Clor. Cheat my old Father ! Heav'n defend me ! 

Avar. Oh, no, not you. You have done nothing : Onely lov'd 
Dorido, made Midnight-Aſſignations with Dorido, and contriv'd to 
rua away with Dorido ; thats all. 

Clor. Who I, Sir! 

Avar. Oh, do you ſtart ! You fee I have found yon out. Theſe 
young ſluts think they have all the Wit, and their filly old Fathers 
want Senſe : but, Huſſey, you ſhall inde you are miſtaken, 

Clor. Indeed I never intended any ſuch thing, 

Avar. Huſſey, youlye. I know your haunts, Miſtrifs. My Par- 
lour-window has becn ſweetly vitited between you ; but Ill ſtop 
your peep-hole. If I had not diſcover you, I ſhould have been 
made a Grand-father through the Caſement. Is this your pretence 
for Religion ! You'll make a precious piece of Nuns-tleſh, 
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Cland. Come, Senior, you malt forgive her 5 Love is a Paſtion that 
can't be reſiſted. If ſhe have tranſgreſt a little betore-hand, ſhe'll 
make never the worſe Nun fort afterward. 

Avar. By your favour, Sir, Il! neer forgive her. Forgive the 
Baggage | 

Enter Truro diſeniſed. 

Trur. Senior Avaritio. 

Avar. With me, Semor ? 

Trur. From my worthy Patron Don Antonio Don Rinaldo du 
Peralte. 

Avar. | have the honour to keep a Neck-lace of Pearl belonging 
to his Lordſhip, 

Trur. Senior, the Six hundred Ducatoons, with the Intereſt and 
Principal, arc in Don Oreate the Goldſmiths hands, whither I am 
commanded to delire your company z where , upon returning the 
Pledge, the Money thall be paid. 

Avar. I'll fetch it, and wait upon you to his Lordſhip. 

[ Exit Avar. 

Claud. Now, Truro, when he comes back and milles it, bear up 
briſkly to him. 

Trur. I underitand you. 


Avar. Valerio, Valerio. [ From withiv. 
Clor, It works. To him quickly, 
Avar. Valerio ! [ Exit Valerio. 


Claud. Now, Monſieur, can you bluſter out a few hard words, 
and Hocus pocus him dextroufly ? 

Monſ. Let me alone for de ſheat : begar, me vil: repreſen de 
Conjure toe life. 

Cland. When we have him at our houſe, we'll humour it rarely. 
| have Trap-doors, and God knows what : and we'll raiſe Thunder 
and Lightning, and play the Devil and all. 

Enter Avaritio and Valerio, 

Avar. Undone, undone, undone ! 

All. Heav'n torbid ! 

Avar. Oh the Pearl, the Pearl ! 

Trur. What do you lay, Sir ? 


Avar. Oh 'tis (tolen, loſt, gone! I'm betrayd, I'm robb'd, I'm 


ruind ! Unconicionable Rogaes, Six hundred Ducatoons at one 

clap ! 
Trur. Six hundred, Sir ! Two thouſand, Scatior, two thoulaad : 
F 2 It 
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It colt my Lord noleſs; and, though | ſay't, 'twas a penieworth. 

Avar. Worſe and worſe ! I am blown up ! my heart, my life, my 
blood 's all gone ! 

Trur. Truly, Senior, I pitie your loſs, conſidering you muſt pay my 
Lord the price on't to buy another. 

Avar. Pay the price on' ! 

Truro. Why, Sir, do you think my Lord will not have ſatisfaction ? 

Avar. Satisfaction ! Let him ſtab me, drown me, hang me, ſend me 
toth'Gallies z do any thing with me. Two thouſand Ducatoons ! 

Trar. Well, Senior, be not dejected ; I have ſome comfort for 
you. 

Avar. What's that ? 

Trur. My good Lord — 

Avar. Oh, ſweet Sir. 

Trur. My good Lord — for my fake — do you mark it — 

Avar. You are a kinde man. 

Trur. For my ſake (take notice) (hall bate you (pray obſerve me) 
ſhall bate you (do you ſee) Fiftie Ducatoons. You ſhall pay him 
but Nineteen hundred and fiftie. 

Avar. Plagues and Furies ! Had I loſt both my Eyes, an Arm, and 
a Leg, 't had beennothing z but this affliction 1s unſuttcrable. 

Clor. You may ſee how Heav'n is angrie with you, and lays this 
calamitie upon you for aftlicting your poor innocent obedient 
Daughter; and abuſing ſo honeſt and fo worthie a Gentleman as Se- 
nior Dorido. 

Avar. He's a Rogue, he'sa Villain; 'tis he has ſtolen my Pear], he's 
a Thief : bear witneſs, Gentlemen, | ſay he's a Thiet , 1 ay he ſtole 
the Pearl ; nay, I']]l vow he ſtole 'em. Ill go inſtantly && a Judge, 
have him apprehended and hang'd for ſtealing 'em, and then beg his 
Eſtate to pay for 'em. 

Clor. Oh fie, Sir, how can you lay ſo ſcandalous a Crime to fo 
guiltleſs a Gentlemans charge ? 

Avar. Nay, Hulley, I can prove 'twas he that ſtole 'em, and you 
were his Confederate ; and 111 have you both hang'd. 

Clor. How, Sir ? 

Avar. Did not he, by the malice and inſtigation of the Devil, 
come to you at the wicked hour of Midnight at my Parlour-win- 
dow, which you open'd to him, and let him ftelonioutly 1n at it to 


rob me ? 
Clor. Oh hee, Sir, 'tis not wide enough for him to pn his hand 


through, Avar. 


— 
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Avar. Bear witneG, Gentlemen, ſhe confeſſes he put his hand 
through z and I'll (wear the Devil ſtood behinde him and thruſt his 
bodie after it. I fay, 'twas he that robb'd me, and I can prove 
'twas he that robb'd me; aad Il have him hang like a Thief as he 


Two thouſand Ducatoons ! 
Claud. Well, Sir, I pitic your caſe, and have bethought a way to 


Is, 


get your Pearl agen. 
Avar. The Pearl agen ! 
Claud. Nay, 'tis an infallible way : It muſt do in ſpight of fate. If 


I do not bring 'em agen, nay,though the Thief had ſwallow d 'em — 
Avar. Swallowed 'em ! Pox choak him. 
Claud. Nay, though he had ſwallow'd 'em, I'd make him dif. 
gorge 'em, but you ſhould have 'em agen. 
Avar. Oh, Sir, this is divinely ſpoken! 
Senior 2 
Claud. You muſt know, this Monſieur is a profelt Aſtrologer, and 
by the by, to ſerve a friend or fo, can conjure; that is, can raiſe the 


Devil : You underſtand me. 

Avar. Raiſe the Devil ! 

Claud. To raiſe him in an honeſt way's nothing. Monſieur, give 
him a taſte of your (kill. 

Monheur makes a great many ridiculous poſtures, then falls a con- 

juring in 4 great deal of bluſtering cramp words. 

Avar. Oh hold, hold, dear Sir, hold, hold. [_ Monſtenr ſtops. 
Oh, Sir, I have not been at Conteflion thele two years; let me but 
go to Confeſſion firſt, and then raiſe the Devil and welcome. 

AMonſ. Your humble Serviture 5; commanda me, and me vill raiſc 
de Spirit, de Tunder, de Lightning, de Cloud, de Vind, and de 
Tempeſt, 

Avar, Aye, but are you ſure they can raiſe the Pearl agen ? 

Monſ. Morbleau, de great Devil not able toraiſe de little Pearl ! 
fee, fee, Senior. 

Avar. But are you ſure he can get at 'em? 

Monſ. Noting (urer, noting furer. Rater den fail, me vill ſend him 


to Sea to hſh for more. 
| Avar, Well, I profeſs 'tis a good-natur'd Devil. But hark you, 


Sir, are you ſure 'tis a Devil that you dare truſt? 


Monſ. Journee, vit mine whole Eſtate. 
Avar. Two thouſand Ducatoons is a tempting ſum ; aud if he 


ſhau'd keep 'em when he has got 'em ? 
Mon. 


But how, how, dear 
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Monſ. Courage, fear noting, 

Cland. Sir, the place of his Operation is at his Study at my houſe; 
we mult delire your company thither. 

Avar. Well, I'll onely order my Servants to have a care of my 
Daughter, and goalong with you. 

Monſ. Senior, de whole Famile mult goalong wit you, de young 
Son and de fair Daughter: dey may be concern in de Robbery. 
Pardonna me, Madam ; my Art ſpare no body. 

Avar. Aye, now I think on't, ſhe ſhall go with us. It Dorido and 
ſhe have laid their heads together, he'll firk it out of her with a 
Vengeance. 

Semior, pray beg his Lordſhips pardon, and tell him his Neck-lace is 
at preſent in Huckſters hands; but we'll firk it out of 'em with a 
vengeance. Clo, come along with me. 

Monſ. Tick, ſteal de Jewel ! 

De tceviſh hide of Rogua me vill drub, 
Journee, by Lucifere and Belzebub. [Fxennt. 
Enter Pedro and Leonora. 

Ped. Well, Wife, now give us a little of your Entertainment at 
the Monaſtery. 

Leon. Oh, 'tis extreme fine ! 

Ped. Ave, but I would fain have you deſcribe it. 

Leon. What ſhall 1 do? [aſide.] Oh, tis the (weetelt, rareſt En- 
tertainment in the world ! 

Ped. Aye, but let us hear the particulars. What did you ſee ? 
what did you hear ? what did you do? what did you ſay? Come, 
let's know all. 

Leon. I ſhall be undone, it this diſcourſe hold. [ af#de.)] What did 
I ſee? what did I do? Oh 'tisnot to be exprelt! In the hrlt place, 
I went along with Sabina, and ſhe led me into the moſt delicious 
ſiveet place ——- But, Huſband, I have News to tell you: I heard 
juſt now of a famous Aſtrologer newly come to Town. 

Ped. But you don't tell me your Entertainment. 

Leor, Oh, you can't imagine it, unleſs you ſaw it , fo rich, and fo 
divine— Well, but this Altrologer 1s ſo wittic and fo ingenious a 
man, that I long to aſk him a queſtion. | 

Ped. With all my heart. But what did the Nuns do ? 

Leor. Oh, Sir, they knelt, and they pray'd, and they ſung, and 
they——Prethec, my dear, lect us go to him ; I have a queſtion to aſk 
him, you little think of. Gueſs, my dear, prethee guels—1 am fo 
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aſhamed -— Well, but for once II tell you : I'd aſk him how 
many Children we ſhall have 3 I do fo long for a Childe, and [ 
would have it a Boy, that it may be like thee, my dear. 

Ped. Kinde dear Rogue ! Well, but you are the ſtrangeſt woman ! 
I alk you about the Nuns, and you anfwer about Boys and Girls. 
Prethce, dear, I do ſo long tor this Entertainment. 
Leon. Well, now I think on't, I'll have my will before yours. 
You ſhall go along with me to this Aſtrologer's, and then Il] tell you 
my Entertainment: I vow and ſwear 1 won't tell you elle. Now, 


do, make me forſworn. 
Ped. Well, thou art fo crofs ! 
Leon. Beſides, this Aſtrologer lives at Senior C/audios; and I am 


ſure we ſhall be welcome thither. 
Ped. Senior Claudios ! Boy, your Miſtritles Vail, and my Sword 


and Cloak. | Exeunt. 


The Scene _ and diſcovers Monſieur s Study. 
Enter Claudio, Avaritio, Clorinia, ard Valerio. 
Enter at another door Monſteur in a Conjuring-gown, and Dorido 


diſcuiſed in the ſame habit. 


Avar. Tisa very odde place, Semior. 
Cland. The Spirits he deals with, like it the better. 
Monſ. Velcome into mine Cell. Te Star , and de Conſtella- 


tion — — 

Dor. The wandring Spirits of the Air. 

Monſ. De ſuperlunary and de ſublanary Minitter — 

Dor. The Demons and the Cacodemons — 

Monſ. De eterial Peripatetick — 

Dor. And all the Ccaleſtial Outacoultions— 

Monſ. De great Devil and de little Devil, my foy, votre tres 
humble Serviture. 

Avar. Pray thank 'em, and tell 'em I am their humble Servant. 
Dear Sir, ſtand by me, { to Glaud.) I no not like thoſe Outacouſti- 
ons. But hark you, Sir, if a man may be fo bold, what kind of 
things are thoſe Demons and Cacodemons ? 

Monſ. Demons and Cacodemons ? why, dey be de Pimp to de 
great Devil ; me ſend 'em on de Errand, de Metlagez cey pierce 
ito de Eart, dive into de Sea; flic in de Air, mount into de Cloud ; 


dey raiſe de Wind, de Lightning, de Tunder ; and obey me in all 
my command. Avar. 
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Avar. Pray deſire his Devilſhip to uſe no Ceremonie with me, 
Can't I get my Pearl without all theſe Demons and Cacodemons ? 

AMonſ. Oh, no, Senior ; it be deir buſineſs to ſerve my friend, 

Avar. Pray deſire his Devilſhip not to take it ill, 

Monſ. He will no take it 1]. 

Avar. Two thouſand Ducatoons 1s a great loſs, 

Monſ. Do not me tell you — 

Avar. | vow and (wear I would not trouble him, if I could pol- 
{ibly help it. 

Monſ. It be no trouble, 

Avar. I would not gain his anger for twice the ſum. 

AMon/. Journee, he vill be no anger — 

Avar. 1 profeſs, if I thought he would — 

Monſ. Morbleau, I fay he vill be no anger. Do you tink ne 
ye? 

Avar. I ha'done, Sir, I ha'done. 

Monſ. Now, Sir, me vill proceed to my Operation. 

Dor. Great Sir, your Art and Experience in this profound ſtudy, 
needs no advice. 

Monſ. Alas, me underſtand noting. Me have de little civilitic 
from de Spirit, de little command ore de Familiar; dat be all, 

Avar. I profels he's a modeſt Gentleman. 

Monſ. Now, Sir, place a de Ciicle on de right hand, and anoder 
on de left; var boon. 

Dorido places two Circles on each ſide the Stage. 

Now, Sir, ſct de fair Lady in dat Circle, and me vill ſet de ancient 
Gentleman in dis : var boon ! 

They place Avaritio in one Circle, and Clonnia in the other. 

Dor. My dear Clorinia / 

Clor. Now, Dorido, if fortune favour us ! | 

Monſ. Now, Sir, vatever you ſce,or vatever you hear, you no ſpeak 
nor ſtir :; take care you be fate in dat Curcle. 

Avar. Aye, Sir. | 

Enter Pedro ard Leonora. 

Cland. My Leonora here! Senior Pedro, this viſit 1s wondrous 
kinde : What your Lady too ! This favour is extraordinary. What 
kinde Gale has brought ſuch fair Company to viſit my poor houſe | 

Ped. Niy Wife, you muſt know, has a ſtrange deſire to put a Que + 
{tion to the Cunning man you keep. 


Clanud, Wirth all my heart, S:r. 
Leor. 
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Leon. Well, V hope you'll pardon a bold intruder 2 But Curio- 

fity's a venial fin in our Sex. Pray excuſe may Bluſhes when I tell 

ou before my Huſband that I have extremely long'd for that fatis- 
Eation which can be onely had at Senior Clandis's. 

Cland. This kindneſs is beyond exprethion | 

Leon. 1 know you'll call me a confident creature for this : but 1 
vow 'tisa fault I cannot help. 

Cland. Was there ever ſuch a wittie charming Rogue! She courts 
me beſore her Huſband's face. [ aſede. 
Well, Madam, the honour you have vouchſated your humble Ser- 
vant, has ſo _ me, that if there be any Art or Magick in the 
world that can pleaſe a fair Lady — Sir, youll pardon me— by this 
kiſs you ſhall have it. 

Ped. Aye, good Senior, let her have it : for uds-bodikins if you 
don't, ſhe lead me fo troubleſom a life— 

Claxd. Oh, Sir, leave her to my care. Senior, [#0 Avar.) here's 
a little —_ buſineſs has made me rude. Monficur, you muſt 
uſe a little flight of hand with this Gentleman, and get that Lady off 
for me 3 you underſtand me. 

Monſ. Senior, me vill do't. 

Sir, [to Pedro.) by de favour of your good Star, you be come inde 
fortunate minute of my Operation. Here be de Gentleman dat 
have been robb'd of de Jewel vort Two touſand Ducatoons, 

Ped. And can you help him to't agen ? 

Monſ. Journee, wit as much eaſe as me drink, or me ſleep. 

Ped. Oh, Wite, this is a fine man indeed ! 

Monſ. Me beg your patience. [to Avar.] Remember my coun- 
cel; W: ſpeak, no (tir from dat Gircle, L , 

Avar. 1 warrant you. 

Cland. Whatever you ce or hear, be not afraid, 'tis all but Jug- 
ling. f to Leonora. 

Monſieur conjures, and it thunders, 

Avar. What ſhall Ido ! what become of me ! 

Ped. Wite, wife, oloh ! 

Avar. Heaven have mercy upon us. - Claxdio, Valerio, ſtand by 
me. 

Monſ. O fee, de coward ; fear noting. 
Hed Wite wite, oloh. [It thunders lowder. 
Avar. O death, hell, what ſhall I do! [Goes ont of the Circle. 
Monſ. O fee, ia de Circle, de Gircle, 

G Avar. 


| 
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Avar. Oh, Sir, if you have any pity for me, don't fright me at thic 
unmerciful rate. 

HMonſ. Worbic3n, you be de ſtrange man in de whole world : none 
but de boy,de ſide, be frighted at de Tunder : De grave Cavalier 
and be fraid ! p 

Avar. Oh, Sir, I can't help it, if it would fave my life. The 
next clap of Thunder ſtrikes me dead. R | 

Ped. Aye, Sir, the Gentleman ſays right; it makes me tremble e- 


very joynt. 


Ped. Oloh ! 

Cland, Dear Monſter, 1 love thee. Now will I flic into my dear 
Leonora's arms. [ Exit. 

Ped. Oh my Wife, my Wife, my Wife | 

Monſ. Degrave Gentleman, and cry ! For ſhame, for ſhame ! 

Avar. You may (ee what comes of your wicked Conjuring ; the 
Devil has fetcht away one of our company already. ; 

Ped. Aye, aye, the Devil has got her. She's gone, and [ ſhall ne- 


ver [ce her agen ' 
Avar. | am afraid the houſe will fall upon our- heads, 


Ped. Oh my Witc | 
Morſ. Journee, vat be de matter ? You ſhall have your Wife a- 


gen ſafe and found, ſafe and found. 

Ped. No, no, the Devil has tore her to pieces by this time! I am 
undone, you wicked man you! [f Þ had but received all her Portion, 
and ſhe had gone to the Devil then, 'twould ne're ha vext me ; But 
ſhe's under age, and 1 have fiot been married this halt year, and [ 
ſhall be hang'd for "—_— her hither. I am accellary to her Mur- 
der. Oh my Wife, my Wite | 

M>nſ. Morbleau, you ſhall be no hang, nor ſhe be no murder : 
ſhe be alive and var well; nay, ſhe be in dis room, dis var room 
ſtill. 

Avar. In this Room ! 

Ped. Say that agen. 

Monſ. Me have onely caſt a Miſt before your eye. 

Ped. A Miſt | 

Monſ. She be in dis Room 5 otiely ſhe be ioviſible, 

Avar. and Ped. Inviſible | | 

Morſ. Dis be notiig but de ttick of my Skill, my Art: me ean 
make de whole Fawile de whole inviſible, 6 you play, Monſicur, 


It thunders agen, and Leonora falls down in a Trap, 


Ped. 


—— — 
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Ped. Andare you ſure my poor Dear is onely inviſible ? 

Monſ. Noting elſe. She be in dis Room (till, Hiſt, dare ſhe go, 

Ped. Where ? 

Monſ. Dare, juſt dare. [ Pedro catches at her. 
O fee, ſhe "be too nimble for you, you canno catch her ; ſhe ſerve 
youde (lippery trick, . 

ped. Aye, Sir, I am fatisfied you can do Miracles, and all that ; 
but dear Sir, help me to her as ſoon as poſlibly you can. 

Monſ. She ſhall come by degree : De Miſt before your eye ſhall 
vaniſh preſant. 

Avar. Sir, Sir, pray make an end of my buſine(ls, I am not very 
well, I am all-ore in a cold (weat ; and therefore pray help me tomy 
Pearl agen, that I may go home to bed. 

Monſ. —_ in de Prieſt, 

Avar. Prieſts, Sir, for what ? 

Monſ. Becauſe me raiſe de Spirit, and when de Prieſt ſtand by, de 
Spirit have no power. 

Avar. But are you ſure they ha'nt? wo'at he tear me to pieces 2? 

Monſ. No, no, dey be as innocent as de Lamb. 

Enter a Prieft, who goes to Dorido and Clorina ; 
and Truro in 2 Prieſts habit, who goes to Avaritio. 
Avar. Dear Divinitie, ſtand by me. 
Trar. Fear nothing, Sir, I am your proteour. 
Monſtenr conjures. 
Aſcenda, aſcenda, alcenda |! 
A Spirit aſcends. 
Ped. The Devil, the Devil, the Devil ! 
Avar. I am dead, dead, ſtark dead — 
Monſ. Conrage, dis be de harmleſs innocent Spiritz dis Devil 
hurt no body. 
Avar. Oh, Sir, the fight of him kills me |! 
Monſ. Kill ! O fee, he be de good-natur'd Devil ; he be fo far 
from killing, dat me vill make him dance toentertain you. 
Avar. Dance, ſaid you ! 
Monſ. Me can command de Muſick in de Air. 
Prieff, Now kneel, and take her by the hand. [to Dorido. 


Dor. My deagClorinia, this bleſſing is ſoraviſhing, that I can ſcarce | 


contain my Joys. 
Avar, U 
for me. 


pon thy knees, Clo / that's a good gir! z pray for me, pray | 
_-T” Mon. 
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Monſ. Aye, Senior, ſhe be very good Daughter, de pious Lady. 
But now obſerve my Art. 
Monſieur circles his Wand, and the Spirit dances. 
Monſ. | The Dance ended.) Now, Sir, dere be de Jewel ; make 
him a ver low bow, paſs him a Compliman, kiſs his hand, and tank 
him. | | 
Avar. Kiſs hand, ſaid you ? | 1 
Honſ. Vat, vill be uncivil tode generous kind Spirit 2 
Avar. Uncivil, witha Pox ! I dare not come neer him. 
Monſ. Vat vill younotake de Jewel ? 
Avar, Let him to lay it down, and ſtand a little further off, and 
I dare venture to take it. | 
Monſ. Oh dat be no good faſhion, You mus take it from his own 
hand. Forward, forward, courage. [ Thruſts him | 6+ 
He takes the Jewel. 
Your Compliman, your Compliman. 
Avar. Oh, Sir, you kill me, you kill me ! | 
Monſ. Your tank, your tank, | 
Avar. I ſhall die, I ſhall die ! 


Monſ.. Your tank. 
Avar. And pleale — your Devilſhip — I am your Devilſhips 


moſt — humble Servant I kiſs your fair hand, and fo I take 
my leave. 
Ped. Is he gone ? [The Spirit ſinks, 


Monſ. Now vere be you hurt ? 

4var. Well, I ſhall never claw off this fright. 
Enter Leonora. 

Ped. My Dear, art thou come agen | 

Aonſ. Did me no tell you ſhe wou'd come agen ? 

Ped. My Dear, where haſt thou been ? 

Leon. Oh, I have been the Lord knows where! I have been in 
a Trance, my Dear, 

Ped. A Trance! | 
| Enter Claudio; 

Leon, When I funk under the ground, a great two-handed Devil 
got me into his Gell, and caught me in his arms and held me ſo cloſe, 
that he had like to have ſtifl'd me, 

Ped. Stifl'd thee, poor Rogue ! 

Leon, And would youthink it?. he had ſcarce let me go two.mi- 
nntes, but the furious Devil caught me ſo agen, | 
; | Pod. | 


. 
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Ped. Come, Wife, let us be gone. I have been frighted almoſt 
out of my wits. Senior, your humble Servant. 

Claud. Are you going, Senior ? 

Ped. Yes, Sir. 

Leon. I thought to have put a Queſtion 

Ped. Oh, no more Queſtions, no raifing of damn'd Spirits, good 


 Wite. 
Leon. But ſome other time will do better. I am very well fatisfi'd 


at preſent. 
Cland. Dear Madam, adieu. [ Exennt Ped. and Leon. 
Avar. Cle, and Valerio, come, have me home to bed. . Oh fick, 


ſick ! 
Monſ. Ohno, Sir, your Daughter mus ſtay, and,go to bed wit dat 


Gentleman. 

Avar. How ! what's this > 

Dor. Sir, your Son-in-Law, the happy Dorido. [ Kneels. 

Clor. And your dutiful Daughter Clorinia. | Kneels. 

Dor. Beg your Pardon and your Blefling, 

Claud. Come, Sir, forgive 'em ; they have lov'd one another, aud 
now have made one another happy. 

Avar. Huſley, is all this true ? 

Clor. I can't deny what's made in Heav'n. Yes, Sir, he is my 
Huſband. 

Avar. Cheats, Rogues, Villains, I am betray'd ! 

Mon. Betray ! Oh no, your Daughter be onely marrtd to dat 
Gentleman by a trick of my invention ; dat's all, 

Avar. All, ſaid you > Gyplie, how durſt you play the Traytor,and 
ſee the Devil ſo neer you ? 

Dor. 'Twas her beſt p_ toavoid him. The Devil could have 
no power over her whillt ſhe was at ſo pious a work, | 

Monſ. We, Senior ; de Devil have nopow'r totake de fair Lady, 
eſpecial when ſhe be taking de fine Gentleman. 

Avar. Not take her, with a Pox! If he would not take her 
then, let him take her now : 'for ſhe ſhall never get one Croſs from 
MC, 

Tas However, let us have your Blefling , if we have nothing 
elſe. 

Avayr. Diſlembling, cheating, jilting Varlets, go hang your ſelves, 

Enter a Gentleman in Boots. 

Gent... Gentlemen, [ have beea ſeeking for Senior Dorido, and was 

directed' hither, Dor. 
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Dor. Sir, I am the man. 

Gent. An't pleaſe you, Sir, your rich Uakle at Afadrid, Senior Fa- 
bricio, God reſt his Soul, is dead ; and dying without IfTue, you are 
left Heir to his Eſtate, I am come Poſt to inform you, and deſire 
you to come to take pollefſion, 

Avar, Heir to Senior Fabricio's Eſtate ! 

Gent. Twenty thouſand Crowns per anzum,. is a Bleſling comes 
not every day. 

Avar. Twenty thouſand Crowns per annum / 

Dor. Butis my Uacle dead ? 

Avar. Aye, (o the Gentleman fays. But be not affiifted; alas, 
we muſt a]! die, | 

Dor. I am not ſo much afflicted at his death, as at your anger and 
diſpleaſure for marrying your Daughtex. 

Avar. Why truly, Senior Doride, | have beena little angry with 
youz but I vow my anger's ſoon ore. And for any ill will I bear 
you, God knows my Soul — 

Fabricio's Eſtate! _. [ Aſde. 
Why really, Sir, 1 always had a great eſteem for your perſon. Your 
Father was my very intimate Acquaiataace, a worthy honeſt Gen- 


tleman. 
Dor. But, Sir, ſhall we have your Bleſling ? Kneels. 
Aver. Lord, Sir, what do you mean! Riſe, rife z my Blethag on 
you both. 


Dor. Monſieur, I ſhall ſtudy to requite this kindaeſs. 
AMonſ. Sir, it be always de grand buſineſs of de French man, to 
oblige de fair Lady. | | 
Dor, But here— [to Valerio -and Claudio. ]—1 mult die a Deb- 
tour, 
Aonſ. Vell, Sir, now me have done my magick Charm, 
Next Circle dat you make be in her arm, 
My Canjuring Art can boaſt var little merit ; 
'Tis de fair Lady 'dat can raiſe de Spirit. 


Exennt omneys. 


EPI- 


EPILOGUE: | 


Spoken by Monſieur. 


RY”: de Play be done, and now me gueſs, 
ournee, me Conjure vat be de ſucceſs. 

Ton tink de Play be dull, me tink ſo too : 

And, Gallant, am not I aWitch, Morbleau * 

Play take, and Antor be ſogrand a foot 

To turn de French Natiow to ridicule 

Dere's 10 ſuch ting in nature : No begar, 

De French-man be ge Wit in Anglitar. 

Dowgh he be fool in France, dat be no matter ; 

Shange but de Scene, and come but croſs de water 

In Engliſh Air, he ſtrait turn man of part, 

Get de Lords money, and de Ladies heart. 

And ſhall | 

De Engliſh Fop abuſe hime on de Stage f 

Journee, all my French Llood be in arage. 

Damn dEngliſh AFeur, Engliſh Teatre, 

Dere's no ſuch ting as Wit nor A@ing dere. 

De Wit, de Senſe, de Fame, and de Renown, 

Be in de French Troop at toder end 0 Town. 

Dere Player bebrich aery Spark, here Dog 

Of AGor, more like heavie Englilh Log. 

Beſide, de Engliſh fool breed Beauties here, 

And when gay Miſs does on de Stage appear, 

Strait keeping Spark, undo de Teatre. 

Dere's no ſuch danger 'mong de wiſer French, 

Dere matron Addreſs with grave face, fat paunch, 

And greaſe look, more fit for Bawd den Wench. 
Here dnl Comedian ſpend Ten touſand pound, 
Build houſe, and a& togeder ſeaun year round. 

Begar, dat be no good French faſhion 5 Dey, 

Like true Knight Erran, ſcorn ſo long « ſtay; 

Ad but aveek or fortnight, and away. 

No Houſe, no Beauty, no Eſtate t engage 3 

Journee, dere be no Ruining deir Stage. 
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